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TO THE 



LADY GEORGIANA STUART WORTLEY. 



My DBARE8T GeORGIANA, 

In dedicating to you this collection of Sonnets and 
little Poetical Pieces, composed chiefly during a delightful 
tour, undertaken in the summer and autumn of 1838, I 
would wish to dwell a little upon the circumstances under 
which the greater part of these various compositions were 
written, and to give a very slight and cursory account of 
our agreeable and interesting expedition. 

In the first instance we made a pleasant tour in Hol- 
land, visiting most of the remarkable towns in that curi- 
ous, amphibious countiy, and often proceeding, per trek- 
ichuit^ along the monotonous lines of its canals, whose 
banks are generally relieved, however, by a continued series 
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of ipillas, pleasore-grounds, gardens^ &c. Though the hre 
in these veaselB is the furthest removed from ezpensiye, and 
the company, consequently, of a very mixed description, we 
experienced no sort of annoyance or inconvenience, during 
onr occasional trips by these aquatic conveyances. Our 
fellow-passengexs were uniformly civil and well conducted ; 
and I could not help thinking that Voltaire's sarcastic 
fEvewell to the Dutch and their land, ** Adieu — canaux^ 
canards— canaille !" was a libel upon the people at least ; 
most civilized and courteous canaille we found them ! and I 
could wish the witty libeller's eountr3rmen were a little more 
like them now in their manners and habits. In &ct, the 
scrupulous and exceeding politeness of all classes in Hol- 
land is quite a tax upon travellers : courtesy is heaped upon 
courtesy, bow follows bow, greetings upon greetings are ac- 
cumulated, and the voyageur has as much need of a cut-and- 
dried collection of conventional and ceremonial-civilities, 
established regulation-etiquettes, and a whole paraphernalia 
of bows and smiles, as of his valise or his mackintosh ! 
Often did I wish, in passing through some of the populous 
villages and towns, that I could place the well-bred 
effigy of a Chinese mandarin under my bonnet, and leave 
to my porcelain representative the task of acknowledging 
the multitudinous salutations wherewith Voltaire's " ca- 
naille" accost the wayfarer ! I can conscientiously recom- 
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mend such a course to future tourists, in this hospitable 
and reaXlj polished country. 

After listening to the organs — ^looking upon the flowers — 
lingering among the Paul Potters — ^the Van der Welds, 
Cuyps, and others, without end ; and admiring, as thou- 
sands have previously done, Dutch neatness, order, and 
cleanliness, and enjoying the busy, bustling aspects, and 
striking, startling originalities of Rotterdam, Amsterdam, 
&c., and the primitive quiet, and apparently almost rural 
unsophistication of the Hague, we proceeded on our tour, 
and embarked on one of the Rhine steamers at Cologne, 
and went from thence to Mayence, remaining a day or 
two at Goblenz, however, on our way. 

I will not enter on the too hackneyed subject of the 
be-praised and be-prosed and be-poetized beauties of the 
far-£ELmed Rhine ; especially as I am guilty, in the follow- 
ing pages, of perhaps sinning but too extensively in the 
last-mentioned manner. Sufl&ce it to say, we were as much 
enchanted as if we had never read or heard of the banks 
of the Rhine, which at that time were in full summer 
beauty. 

After visiting Frankfort we proceeded to Vienna, 
through Wurzburg, Nuremburg, and Ratisbon. The 
weather was excessively hot and fine. It was harvest- 
time, and the golden sun shone down on the golden fields, 

A 3 
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and every day seemed a gala-day. All was bustle, jubi- 
lee, and joy ; and never could I have imagined any thing 
more enjoyable or exhilarating than our journey through 
Bavaria, during that period. We usually started in our 
open carriage soon after day-break; (the roads in this 
part of Bavaria being shamefully neglected, and the 
travelling proportionably slow ;) rested in the middle of 
the day, when the heat was oppressive, and continued our 
journey in the evening. 

From Linz we went by steam to Vienna. It would 
require a more graphic pen than mine to describe the 
glories of the Danube and his banks between these points : 
I could not resist committing various atrocities in the 
Stanza-and-Sonnet line, on this occasion. 

After a short stay at Vienna we went for a week to Baden, 
the wild, mountainous scenery of which, so near a great 
capital, is peculiarly charming and captivating. While 
there we were on a visit to our friend Prince Trauttmans- 
dorf, whose intimate acquaintance with all the lovely spots 
in the environs was of great service to us. The Prince 
has a delightful villa near Baden, called Waltirsdorf^ 
where there is quite a little British colony of falconers, 
grooms, &c., &c., with their wives and families. On 
leaving Baden, and our hospitable friend, with much re- 
gret, we passed through Styria, to Trieste, never weary 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



11 



for a moment of contemplating the noble sceneiy of that 
beautiful, mountainous country. From Trieste we went 
to Venice, which we found in an active state of prepar- 
ation for the anticipated visit of the Emperor and Em- 
press. Canals were being cleaned, — ^ruins repaired, and 
all kinds of ameliorations attempted of its melancholy 
dilapidated condition. It really seemed like a beautiful 
corse lying in state on its solemn bed of waters! — 
wreathed and garlanded — ^but for a funeral-festival ; decked 
and adomedt— but for a farewell pageant! — So was it 
still overshadowed by fast-crowding associations, and 
encircled by never-fading memories of moumM in- 
fluence. Perhaps, after all, it was the best moment for 
seeing Venice: — there was enough stir and excitement 
to recall what she once mttst have been, and yet not enough 
gaiety and festivity to shock and grieve by too glaring a 
contrast with what, alas, she actually is! It was but 
for a short time that we luxuriated in gondolas, and 
feasted on reminiscences, in half-deserted palaces. We 
quitted Venice again by the steam-boat, (shades of the 
Doges! what strange successors to the gilded and 
glorious Bucentaur that of yore cast its splendid shadow 
over these waters!) and proceeded on our voyage to 
Constantinople. This was quite an unpremeditated ar- 
rangement, and the bustle attendant on our hurried de- 
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partore dissipated, in some slight degree, the regret I felt at 
leaving lovely Yenioe ! We landed at Trieste, and boor 
afterwards embarked on board of one of the steam- 
packets bound for Constantinople, where we arrived on 
the fourteenth day after quitting Venice : — ^besides Trieste, 
we landed at Ancona, Corfu, Patras, Athens, Syra, and 
Smyrna. I will not attempt even to enter into any 
account of the various beauties, and peculiar, unspeakable 
charms of most of these places, nor of the deep sensations 
of delight they inspired ; but the tedium of occasional 
parts of this voyage was indeed relieved by pondering 
over them, and committing to paper the emotions they 
kindled, and the feelings they awakened ; thus was many 
an otherwise weary hour beguiled, and with the addition 
of some very agreeable companions, upon the whole the 
time passed with considerable swiftness. We had rough 
weather during part of the time ; but fortunately for me I 
am an excellent sailor, and suffered no annoyance from it. 

The excessive beauty of the approach to Constantinople 
has often been the theme of vivid but unexaggerated praise : 
— ^language cannot paint it! even M. de Lamartine's 
florid description halts heavily behind the matchless 
original : it is indeed magical. 

We remained a fortnight at Constantinople. We had 
the good fortune to be intimately acquainted with Namik 
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Pacha, who, some few years ago, was Ambassador at the 
Court of Samt James's. He had been staying at my 
father's country-house ; and in return for the hospitality 
shown him there, he lavished upon us every mark of 
kindness — every possible attention : his horses, his Arabahs, 
caiques, domestics, and slaves were always at our service ; 
and in addition to this, through his kind offices with the 
Sultan, we were singularly favoured and honoured with 
special finnans for seeing all the mosques, the Seraglio, 
&c. ; and received from His Highness the kindest and 
most flattering messages. We should even have had an 
interview with Sultan Mahmoud, but for an unfortunate 
contre^tema which prevented it. We went to see him go 
to the mosque on Friday : Namik Pacha provided us with 
an excellent place, and we were close to the person of the 
Sovereign as he left the mosque on horseback : having 
heard much of us from Namik, he gazed long and 
earnestly at us, with a half-smile upon his expressive 
countenance. As soon as he had turned round a comer 
near the mosque, and was lost to our sight, our old guide 
Mustapha, urged us to enter our caique, and repair to 
the Valley of the Sweet Waters, which he said would 
be gay and crowded in the extreme on that day. We 
did so without delay ; but our disappointment was con- 
siderable, when the following day Namik Pacha called 
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upon us at Pern, and infonned ns the Sultan had aent 
for us to be presented to him, probably only a minute or 
two after we had darted away in our flying barque, and 
that we could nowhere be found, nor could any one say 
what had become of us, or account for our sudden dis- 
appearance. 

We left Constantmople in the Ferdinando Prime steamer, 
which is commanded by an Englishman, Captam Everson, 
(and a most obliging and good-natured person we found 
him,) and landing at Yama, rode from thence, escorted by a 
Tartar, to Rutshuk. The weather was exceedingly hot, and 
we were four days accomplishing this ride : I believe, that 
we did not go the 'direct road, for reasons which the Tartar 
never satisfactorily explained to us : I fancy he was afraid 
of robbers, and that he took us the way he thought most 
likely to avoid them : certain it was, that the third da/s 
ride, which we had been told by one who had often tra- 
versed the country, would be by very far the shortest, and 
occupy about a quarter of the time in which we had per- 
formed the others, proved to be equally long, if not longer 
than the rest.* We reached Rutshuk on the 17th, and 

* The Tartar found us lodgings, for the night, at Provatt, Schumla, 
&C. Once we woe miseisbly lodged in a peassnt^s hut, as we ar- 
rived in the middle of the night, and could not enter the town. During 
this equestrian journey, as well as the rest of my tour, 1 could not 
resist, whenever I had any opportunity, putting pen (or rather pweil) 
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waited there for the steamer, which arrived at midnight on 
the 19th. We embarked and proceeded to Orsova, land- 
ing at Widdin on our way, and paying a visit to the Pacha 
there, (who was a celebrated character,) with Colonel 
Hodges, the British consul-general in Servia ; Mr. Vizard, 
who had been our very agreeable companion during our 
ride, accompan3dng us. 

After the magnificent passage of the Iron-gate, where the 
angry Danube frets himself into a thousand fevers, boiling 
and bubbling till one should imagine he must be as hot and 
fiery as a witch's broth, we landed at Orsova, and per- 
formed our dreary, weajy quarantine. When released 
from our confinement we went by land across Hungary to 
Pesth, in a most wretched vehicle, which we bought of the 
governor of the Lazaretto of Orsova for about ten pounds. 
As we had far exceeded the limits of time we had as- 
signed to ourselves for our tour, my husband was ex- 
oeedingly anxious to return with as much despatch as 
possible to England, and we travelled four days and 
nights, without intermission, partly over most execrable 
sandy tracks, which threatened the entire annihilation of 

to paper, and indulging in rhymed lucubrations, concerning the spots I 
bad just seen — the feelings they aroused, &c &c. Whatever the little 
pieces, collected in this volume, may lack, at least they were bom of 
the impulse and impression of the moment, — were genuine, and from 
the heart. 
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our ricketty, decrepid conveyance, which often groaned 
and creaked through the deep sea of sand, like a ship 
in distress. 

We drew up, on the fifth day, at the door of the 
Jaager-hom Hotel, at Pesth, and remained there two 
days, to see the town, the environs. Sec,; and then went 
to Count Bandores hospitable mansion of Bajna, near 
Neudorf. The Count is an old friend of ours ; and after 
sta3dng a couple of days with him and his amiable and 
accomplished wife, who is a daughter of Prince Metter- 
nich, we repaired to Vienna ; Count Sandor very kindly 
insisting on our taking his carriage, and leaving our hor- 
rible old Orsova rattle-trap behind us. At Vienna our 
own carriage was awaiting us, which we had left at 
Trieste, to be forwarded to Vienna during our absence. 
From thence we proceeded to another most hospitable 
mansion, that of Prince Leichtenstein, called Eisgrub, 
about seventy English miles from Vienna: there we 
spent four or five most delightful days, and deeply re- 
gretted that we were unable to extend our visit to a 
longer period, but many circumstances combined to hasten 
us homewards. 

We accordingly pursued our way through Brunn, 
Prague, Dresden, Leipsic, (pausing at each a day or two, 
and wishing we had leisure to devote sufficient time to 
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them,) Cassel, Cologne, Aiz la Chapelle, Brussels, An- 
twerp, and Ghent; and embarking from Ostend, arrived 
at the Tower Stairs, on the 10th of November. Excuse 
the baldness and poverty of this rude, imperfect sketch. 
Perhaps it may serve to connect a little the subsequent 
pages of this volimie : it is merely meant for that purpose. 

Ever believe me, dearest Qeorgiana, 

Your very affectionate Sister-in-law and Cousin, 

E. C. E. STUART WORTLEY. 



Oatlands, October 16th, 1839. 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



CONTENTS. 



Page 
Sonnet. — On Hawking . . . . 1 
SoNNET—The Suburbs of Vienna . . 2 
Sonnet.— The Greenwood . . . . 3 
SoNNET.>-The River Rhine . . .4 
Sonnet.— The Tower of Roland . . . 6 
Sonnet.— The Rhine at Sunset . . .6 
Sonnet. — On Ehrenbrdtstein . . . . 7 
Sonnet.— On the View from the Fortress of Ehren- 
brdtstein . . . . .8 
Sonnet.— The Rhine . . . . 9 
Sonnet.— The Banks of the Rhine . . 10 
To the Rhine • . . . 11 
Sonnet. — The Beauties of the Rhine . . 13 
Sonnet. — ^A rich Landscape • • 14 
Sonnet. — ^A Recollection of Vesuvius . • 15 
Sonnet. — The Convent at Wurzburg . • 16 
Sonnet. — A Scene at Wurzburg . . .17 
Sonnet.— The Old Schloss at Nuremburg . . 18 
Sonnet.— On an Old Lime-tree, said to be Eight Hun- 

dred Years Old, in the Castle-yard at Nuremburg . 19 
Sonnet. — On the HUl where Wallenstein was en- 
camped . . . . . 20 
Sonnet.— On the Field of Blenheim . . 21 
Sonnet. — On the Danube . . . . 22 
Sonnet.— The Banks of the Danube . . 23 
Sonnet. — Feudal Remains . . . • 24 
Sonnet. — Scenes on the Danube • . .25 
Sonnet. — The Morning's Journey . . . 26 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



20 



Page 
SoNKET. — The Evening's Journey . . 27 
SoxKET.— Danube . . . . 28 
SoxKET.— Danube . . . .29 
Sonnet.— Shores of the Danube . . 30 
Sonnet.— On the First Sight of Vienna . . 31 
Sonnet.— To Vienna . . . . 32 
Sonnet.— Danube . . . .33 
Sonnet.— Written upon the Lichtenstein Picture Gal- 
lery . . . . . 34 
Sonnet . . . .35 
Sonnet.— On the Helenenthal . . 36 
Sonnet . . . .37 
Sonnet.— The HilU of Styria . . . 38 
Sonnet.— The Save . . . .39 
Sonnet — Trieste . . . .40 
Sonnet.— The Adriatic at Sunset . • 41 
Sonnet . • . . . 42 
Sonnet . . . . .43 
Sonnet • . . . . 44 
Sonnet.— Written on first aniving at Venice . 45 
Sonnet.— On Venice . . . . 46 
Sonnet.— Venice . . .47 
Sonnet . . . . . 48 
Sonnet.— The Oondola Race * . .49 
Sonnet.— On Venice . . . . 50 
Sonnet.— On Venice . . . .61 
Sonnet.— On Venice . . . . 52 
Sonnet.— On Venice . . . .53 
Sonnet.— A F6te-day at Venice . . . 54 
Sonnet.— On Venice • . . .55 
Sonnet.— A Night-storm at Venice . . . 56 
Sonnet.— A Storm at Sea on the Mediterranean . 57 
Sonnet. — Home Remembrances . . . 58 
Sonnet. — Written on board the Steamer, Baron Eichoff 59 
Sonnet. — View of the Acrooeraunian Moimtains . 60 
Sonnet.— Athens descried at Daybreak from the Sea 61 
Sonnet of Sorbow.— Inez to Manuel . . 62 
Sonnet.— Inez to Manuel . . .63 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



21 



Sonnet^ 


'-Inez to Manuel 


• 


• 


PHft 

. 64 


SONNET.- 


-Written on hoard the Mahmoud Steamer 


. 65 


SoNNET.— The BosphoriM . , . . 66 
Sonnet.— Jewish Cemetery eeen from the Bosphonu 67 
Sonnet.— Marcian*8 Ck>lumn In Constanthiople . • 68 
Sonnet.— Inei to Manuel . . .69 


Sonnet. - 
SoNNET.- 


-Inei to Manuel 


a 


. 70 

. 71 


Sonnet.- 

SONNET.- 
SONNET.- 


-The Worst Sorrow 
-Inez to Manuel 
—Inez to Manuel , 


• 


• 


. 72 
. 73 

. 74 


SONNET.- 


—Inez to Ma"wel 


, , 




. 76 


SONNET.- 
SONNET 

Sonnet 
Sonnet 


-The View from the SerasUer's Tower 
• • . • 

. a . • 

. • • • 


. 76 
. 77 
. 78 
. 79 


Sonnet 


• a 






. 80 


Sonnet 








. 81 


Sonnet 


. 






. 82 


Sonnet 








. 83 


Sonnet 


• . 






. 84 


Sonnet 








. 86 


Sonnet 


,' , 






. 86 


Sonnet.- 
Sonnet 


-The Nightingales 

a • 






. 87 
. 88 


Sonnet 


. 






. 89 


Sonnet.— Inez to Manuel 
Sonnet 






. 90 
. 91 


Sonnet 
Sonnet 








. 92 
. 93 


Sonnet 
Sonnet 
Sonnet 


• a 

• • 






. 94 
. 95 
. 96 


Sonnet 
Sonnet.- 
Sonnet 
Sonnet 


• • • 

-The Nightingales at Het Loo . 

• a • 
• . • . 




. 97 
. 98 
. 99 
. 100 


Sonnet 


, , 


, 




. 101 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 





Pi«e 


SOKKET .... 


. 102 


SOWVET 


. . 103 


SONVET .... 


• 104 


SOKKET ' • 


. 106 


SONKET .... 


. 106 


SOKKET 


. .107 


SOKKET . , . . 


. 108 


SOKKET 


. 109 


SoKXET.— Inez to Mannd 


. 110 


SOXNET 


. HI 


Sonnet .... 


. 112 


Sonnet 


. 113 


Sonnet.— The Barks of England 


. 114 


Sonnet.— The trembling Star 


. . 115 


Sonnet .... 


. 116 


Sonnet.— Ines to Manuel . 


. . 117 


Sonnet .... 


. 118 


Sonnet.— Ines to Manuel . 


. 119 


Sonnet.— Inez to Manuel 


. 120 


Sonnet.— On Leaving England 


. 121 


Sonnet .... 


. 122 


Sonnet 


. 123 


Sonnet.— Ines to Manuel 


. 124 


Sonnet. — Inez to Manuel • 


. 125 


Sonnet .... 


. 126 


Sonnet.— On Seeing an English Vessel 


. . 127 


Sonnet — Thoughts at Sea . 


. 128 


Sonnet 


.129 


Sonnet .... 


. 130 


Sonnet 


. 131 


Sonnet.— Inez to Manuel 


. 132 


Sonnet. — Inez to Manuel . 


. 133 


Sonnet.— Manuel to Inez 


. 134 


Sonnet • 


. 135 


Sonnet.— The Bridge of Caravans at Smyrna 


. 136 


Sonnet 


. .137 


Sonnet — To the Queen 


. 139 


SONNET.^To the Queen . 


. 140 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



23 



Page 

Sonnet.— To the Queen . . .141 

Sonnet.— To the Queen . . . . 142 

Sonnet. — To the Queen . .. . 143 

Sonnet. — On the View from Scutari, the AsUtic 

Suhurh of Constantinople . . . 144 
Sonnet. — Written in the Steamer, on leaving Con- 
stantinople . . • - • 145 
Sonnet. — Scenery near Rasgrad . • . 146 
Sonnet. — Written on descending the Hill to Rutshuk 147 
Sonnet. — Recollections of a Bulgarian Valley . .143 
Sonnet.— Banks of the Danuhe . . .149 
Sonnet. — Banks of the Danube • . . 150 
SoNNET.—Banks of the Danube . . .151 
Sonnet. — Inez to Manuel . . . . 152 

Sonnet.— To Venice, on hearing of the Emperor's 

Visit, 1838 . . . . . 153 

SoNNET.—Inez to Manuel . . . 154 

Sonnet.— Inez to Manuel . . . . 155 

Sonnet.— Inez to Manud . . .166 

Sonnet.— A Sunset Hour at Therapia . .157 

I HAVE A Thought foil Thee . . . 158 

Song . . . . . . 159 

Dreams of my Soul . . . 160 

Sonnet.— To my Little Victoria . . 161 

The Bounding Billows . . . 162 

The Eternal Question . . . ^63 

The Stormy Sea . . . .164 

The Heart's Tears . . . . 166 

Farewell !— Forgive me! . . . 167 

Stanzas.— Inez to Manuel . . . 168 
A Farewell to my Country. June, 1838 . 170 

A Smile . . • . . 172 

A Thousand Barks! . . .173 

Sonnet . . . . . 175 

Thy Name . . . . .176 

And must we be Strangers ? . . . 177 

Song of the Troubadour . . • 179 

Sonnet . . . . . 181 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



24 



in the 



SOKG .... 

To THE QUEEK . 

The Beate of Ekglakd 
The Bieds! 
The Bowl of Life . 
. Whex thou abt Far! . 
Oeief 18 Pitiless • 
A WoELD OF Woe 

LOVBLT IS THE HoUR OF DaWK 

The Shadow of the Sails 

The Dead .... 

A Cloud 

SOWKET .... 

The Valley of the Sweet Waters 

Inez to Manuel 

The First View of Enolakd, composed 

Steamer coming from Rotterdam . 
To Enolakd 

Sonnet.— The Approach to Varna 
Sonne T.^The Blue Propontis . 
Sonnet.— On a Banquet on the Bosphonis, given by 

the Seraskier Pacha, now Grand Vizier . 
Stanzas 
Blue Ocean 
Sonnet.— The Tartar Ride 
Stanzas 
Sonnet 

SoNNET.^The Chalice of Life 
Sonnet 

To 

Sonnet 

Severed — tet united 



P«ge 
182 
184 
186 
188 
190 
192 
94 
196 
198 
200 
202 
206 
208 
209 
211 

212 

214 
217 
218 

210 
220 
221 
223 



227 
228 
229 
230 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



SONNETS, &c. 



ON HAWKING. 



'TwAS on a plain of Austria — broad find fair — 
High flew the hawks^from hood and chain releasM: 
Higher and higher, still with speed increas'd. 

The falconer's pliunes danced dark upon the air, 

And bounded their brave steeds, as vaulting there! 

' A little while — and that fair flight hath ceased: — 
Who would their eyes upon the sequel feast, 

And view the prey's destruction and despair ? — 
'Tis still so here ! — beginnings void of stain 

Lead but to dark conclusions — too much still 
We mix our pleasures with another's pain, 

And good too closely neighbours upon ill. 

Can the least creature's loss become our gain? 

Ah, no ! — Heaven vindicates its outraged will ! 

Baden. 
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THE SUBURBS OF VIENNA. 



Fair are the city's suburbsr— many a row 

Of snow-white dw^ings wins the admiring gaze, 

And calls forth the exclamation of pleased praise. 
The setting sun rose-tints their whiteness now, 
Far fairer than the crowded streets they show, — 

Within the gates ! — that throngM and busy maze ; 

And peace and calm content in these fair ways 
Have surely set up their abode below — 

And here reside, untroubled and serene. 
Ah ! those who are contented to remain 

Even at the gates of life's proud restless scene 
Partaking charily its stir — much pain 

May spare themselves — ^'tis they perhaps may glean 
The happiness — good — wealth, that others sow, in 
. vain ! 

Baclen, 
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THE GREENWOOD. 



In the deep wood ten thousand shadows played. 

The trees with their own beauty rich and deep 

Stood full arrayed ; — the mighty, massy heap 
Of their thick foliage clothed the day in shade, 
And on its passage fair each beam delayed. 

That sought to pierce those depths — ^which still 
did keep 

Their pomp of verdurous gloom ; one mighty sweep 
Of many shadows there, soft midnight made ! 

Transparent still glanced each veined leaf and 
clear! 
But yet 'twas not the light that thro' them gleamed, 

But myriad other leaves^ which did appear 
As beauteous, while their fairy banners streamed. 

Quivering and thrill'd with countless others near ! — 
So emerald there, transpierced, with lovelier emerald 
beamed ! 

Het Loo. 
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THB BIYER RHINE. 



Ah ! loveliest scene ! — the river wreathing winds 
In mazy lines, with all the hues of Heaven 
To its clear face of gleaming crystal given ; 

And all around in Beauty^s charm it binds; 

And where a spot less brightly fair it finds, 
It wins the eye unto itself, and even 
Shows more of loveliness as it had striven 

To fill that void up with unnumbered kinds 
Of various varying beauty : — glorious stream! 

Thou makest glad the land thou passest through, 
And like a flow of lightnings, with soft gleam 

Still flashest on with brightness ever new; 
Molten and liquid seems each sun-launch'd beam. 

And earth reflects thro' thee, oh Stream ! Heaven's 
ev'iy hue ! 

Nymegen. 
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THE TOWER OF ROLAND. 



Dark Rock of Rolandseck ! — now hail I thee, 

Old mouldering tower ! — I greet thee well — right 
well! 

Pondering on all that the antique legends tell 
In dreamy sort, until methinks I see 
The love-lorn nun, in her pale purity, 

In Nonnenwerdein's cloistering, grave-like cell. 

Where, like the dead, did she scarce conscious 
dwell — 
Seeming a statue of chill grief to be. 

And he with plume and faulchion,that young knight, 
Whose fiery spirit own'd love's bright controul ; 

Stricken, and sorely too — ^though not in fight — 
But wounded to the heart and to the soul, 

A mortal blow — and a most fatal blight. 
While that dark word, " lost — ^lost !" pealed out his 
heavy knoll ! 
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TH£ RHINE AT 8UNSBT. 



The Sunset now hath turned this river fair 
Into one blood-red blaze ; — its waters show 
As though ensanguined in their peaceful flow 

By Battle-slaughters — fierce and deadly there. 

Ha ! — far away from this commanding lair 
Of Titan war — I catch the crimsoned glow 
Of that proud river where it bendeth so, 

Tis like some golden snake of beauty rare, 
It windeth and 'tis lost ! — ^but then again 

It gleameth forth, because the Setting Sun 
Hath smitten it, — and turned it brightly then 

Into one Splendour ! — where its deep waves run 
Exposed unto the beams — the eyes of men 

Can scarcely gaze a lovelier scene upon ! 

Collenz. 
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OK EHBB9BBSITSTBIN. 



EvENiNG^s soft mantle o'er these Scenes is flong ; 
. Proud Ehrenbreitstein sleeps in golden light ! — 

The bristling fortress seems nnto the sight 
A fairy Palace now, while roond is hung 
So sweet a charm, and her bold towers among 
Soft influences brood:— how strangely bright 
Now gleams the black rock-wall, whose haughty 
might 
Was shaken, but to start up yet more strong — 
Fair Ehrenbreitstein! — such thou now dost seem. 

Crowning the mighty river full and deep. 
The bold, and broad, and ever-beauteous stream. 

That heaveth, as *twere troubled in its sleep ; 
For sleep appeareth softly now, I deem. 
O'er each faint ripple stealingly to creep ! 

Coblenz, 
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ON THE VIEW FROM THE FORTRESS OF 
EHRENBREITSTEIN. 

Proud View ! that doth a stamp most glorious bear, 
All that is beautiful seems here to glow — 
And make a Heavenly Scene of Earth below. 

The River — oh ! the River !— bright and fair, 

It charms down Ehrenbreitstein's rugged air, 
Besieging it with Beauty — it doth flow 
Feaiiess and stately on ! and the armed heights 
know 

Its power and loveliness, and yield them there ; 

And so it wears their colours bright and dear 

On its broad breast, as wrested from their might ! — 

And yet they fairer on its face appear 

Traced out in glitterings of its watery light, 

And scarcely frown those heights with hints of fear. 
When mirrored thus by this they chain our sight. 

Collenz, 
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THB RHINE. 



The bristling fortresses, by Time's dread shocks 
Dismantled, frowning soar on every side, 
With something of a stem and awful pride, 

And seem a part of these eternal rocks ; 

While, streaming, flow around the lichen's locks, 
In full luxuriance, floating far and wide, 
With every shade of tenderest emerald dyed. 

Tis here the crowd of eager Pilgrims flocks ! 
The Pilgrims of the beauty of the place ! 

A beauty which is holiness — for here 
Nature unveils her wild and glorious face, 

And doth in proud o'erpow'ring state appear — 
Her wildness — ^pomp ! — ^her negligence — all grace! 

And the soul grows Religion ! — ^void of fear ! 
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THE BANKS OF THE RHINE. 

It is a wonderous and impressive scene. 

Rocks heaved o'er rocks, in wild confusion here, 
At once sublime and horrid — ^proud and drear, 

Make stem what else would be indeed serene. 

^Tis here that War in fiercest swaj hath been, 
'Tis here that Peace, most perfect and most dear, 
With Plenty leans o'er terraced slopes, where tier 

O'er tier shows vinyarded, and leafing greeny 
Nature puts on her loveliness once more. 

And all is as her shadow in the land — 
Yet, as of old, upon each swelling shore 

Mark many an impress of man's mighty hand ! — 
But now of gentlest culture 'tis ; — fair store 

Springs thence — ^not savage spoils — fair store and 
bland! 
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TO THE RHINE. 

Flow ! River ! — ^ihou mighty in story, 
With the Beauty of Heaven on thy face; 

Be the mirror of Nature's pure glory. 
And not of man's vain, restless race. 

Shine ! — ^River ! — for lovely around ye 

Smile scenes of enchantment indeed ; 
Rocks and heights that for centuries have crown*d ye 

Still hail ye, far-flashing in speed. 

No longer ensanguined and shrouded 
In dark veils of deep sulphurous gloom, 

Thou reflectest thy fair skies unclouded, 
And thy banks full of beauty and bloom ! 

Sing! — ^River! for thou hast, we own it I — 
A deep voice of power and of Pride ! — 

And the Syrens of old, had they known it, 
Would for thy waves have left their blue tide. 
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Ev'n their voices had been more enchanting — 
Blent with thy dulcet breathings, divine; 

Their rapt bosoms all tunefuUy panting, 
Had leant trebly inspired upon thine. 

But no rocks, black with dire mortal danger 
Beneath thy tide's smoothness remain — 

And the Syren should here lure the stranger, 
Half in Heaven, but to Earth back again ! 
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THE BEAUTIES OF THE RHINE. 

Fair is the hour ! — Soul ! breathe thfee for a space ; 

The hills seem soaring, eagle-like, on high, — 

(There leading too the rapt adoring eye,) 
As tho' with life-like power ! — Side, crest, and base, 
Suffused with sunshine ! — from its own proud place 

The river tempts the blue and lustrous sky, 

To flash it back with added brilliancy — 
And both grow precious in that bright embrace ! — 

All that is fair above is seen beneath- 
Still fairer in this time so soft — so dear !— 

All the sky-flowers are twined in this proud wreath. 
This sparkling wreath of waters, fresh and clear ! — 

Uncrisped, untroubled, by the tenderest breath, — 
Wherein like treasured gems they shrined appear. 
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A RICH LANDSCAPE. 



The land seemd'full of wealth, and running o'er; 

Man's labours are well paid — well answered here ; 

Rich harvests crown the bright and glowing year; 
His hands may reap a full abundant store ; 
Sun after sun smiles cloudless, more and more, 

To ripen fruit and grain — make all appear 

As all is, rich and plenteous !— bright and clear; 
Laugh the glad skies, and ceaseless sunshine pour ! 

Are they not blest who this fine generous soil 
May call their own — this fruitful land and fair, 

That meets half-way and more their prosperous toil, 
Most blest to tread this earth — to breathe this air ? 

Ah ! still black Evil's fountains overboil — 
They were not happy ! — ^Eden's favoured pair ! 

Aschaffenburg, 
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A RECOLLECTION OF VESUVIUS. 

All elements seem one ! — one dazzling fire 

Floods Earth and Heaven, the Waters and the Air, 
How the fierce mountain doth terrific glare, 

Ev'n like a sun in hell ! — dost Thou aspire 

To be such, with thy flamy-scorching tire 

Of blood-red splendours ? — Night doth startled wear 
Thy fearful beauty — and in terror there 

Beholds herself revealed : — wouldst thou one pyre 
Of ruin make the whole wide world to spread ? — 

Thyself indeed shown an infernal sun ? 
. Thou hast thine hour ! — but such shall not exceed 

Its measured limits, all thy flames shall run 
Their race appointed ! — then shall they refeed 

Thy gloomy Heart again — and day's new brightness 
shun. 
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THE CONVENT AT WUBZBURO. 

Fair Convent! — crowning yon Heaven-kissing Hill 
With beauty and with sanctity serene, 
And throwing tenderer charms o'er all the scene ; 

All round thee seems so tranquil — oh ! so still, 

M ethinks thou'rt lifted far above Earth's ill 

And pain and sorrow ! — as such ne'er had been : 
But no !— even cloistered bosoms yet must lean 

To earth and all earth's feelings, these must fill 
The soul with care for ever: — mortals must 

Carry theii^ world still, still about them thus ! 

Nor wholly 'scape from earth while tomb'd in dust ; 

Sorrow still reacheth these as it doth us, 

Fair Convent ! crowning with a gloom august 

Wurzburg's old Town — tJiou knows't Man's nature 
treacherous ! 

Wurzburg. 
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A SCENE AT WUBZBURG. 



A CEOWN imperial on the imperial Throne 

Laid in proud state, were not more glorious seen 
Than these fair towers, with stately walls between, 
On this fair Hill's bright summits, still and lone ; 
How rich the scenes, too, round it thickly strown ! 
No lovelier spot can charm the eye, I ween :— 
The heights are beautiful with Summer's green ; 
The old town of Wurzburg far beneath is shown, 
With all its crowded church-towers, darkly stained 
With bronze-like tints, as though the rolling sun 
Had burnt his farewell-hues full deep engrained 

Into their substance, shining these upon. — 
By scenes like these the enraptured eye is chained, 
And even the restless thoughts to Peace are won. 

Wurzhurg, 
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THE OLD SCHLOS8 AT NURBHBUR6. 

The Old Palace Castle crowns the overlooking height. 

That darkles o'er aged Nuremburg's fine town : 

A monument of centuries past 'tis shown. 
Within its walls is much to chain the sight. 
That speaks of human change and Time's swift flight. 

There stands Charlemagne, with sceptre and with 
crown. 

In gilded paintings— wearing the awfiil firown ; — 
And there mild Luther and Melancthon bright, 

Dear Saints !-— are seen — ^and Helena the fair, 
And her famed Lord — ^the Imperial Constantine, 

Appear in view — ^look on yon ceiling, there 
Broods the White Eagle, e'en of the earliest line 

Of Kaisars the emblem, ere from their proud share 
Part of their realm was reft in swift decline. 

Nuremhurg, 
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ON AN OLD LIME-TREE, SAID TO BE EIGHT HUNDRED 
YEARS OLD, IN THE CASTLE- YARD, AT NUREMBURG. 

CouLDST thou unfold — oh ! venerable Tree ! 
All that hath passed around thee in the time 
Of thy Eight Centuries, — fearful or sublime, 
'Twould prove a strange and startling history. 
Didst thou Gustavus* hosts and banners see 

That flourished like to thee — thou fluttering 

Lime ! — 
But to be vailed in shame ? — ^while War's proud 
crime 
Brought fruits of ruin forth, all fearfully. 

When starving citizens and starving hosts 
Grew pale with hunger, and thou flourished still. 
Fed by Heaven's dews, the same ! — and those lean 
ghosts 
Reeled, staggered, fell, and did the town's streets fill 

With corses — skeletons in life ! — ^vain boasts ! — 
Vile vaunts of man ! — ^blown thro' the brattling war 
trump shrill ! 

Nuremburg, 
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SONNET. 

ON THE HILL WHERE WALLENSTEIN WAS BKCAHPBD. 

On yon low-wooded hOl, in the olden day, 

Entrenched was Wallenstein's long-waiting host, 
Waiting a day that was nor won nor lost ! — 

Both armies of dull Death the helpless prey ! — 

Who mowed them down by Famine's dire decay, 
That wounded — slaughtered — desolated most : — 
There Wallenstein maintained his bulwarked post. 

And there the royal Swede play'd desperate play, 
And sought to chase him thence, in vain ; then fell 

Hundreds and thousands, and their bones were left 
To whiten and to crumble there ; — ^the yell 

Of fight was hushed ; with brow or bosom cleft — 
Well slumbered these; but War's whole truth to tell, 

For some few rash ones' will sank thousands thus 
bereft! 

Nuremburg. 
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ON THE PIELD OF BLENHEIM. 

Soldiers of England ! — ^here ye conquering trod ; 

Here, here ye fought and fell, victorious fell ; 

Your battle-trumpets, with their pealing swell, 
Pierced this strange air, and shook this foreign sod. 
Here did War's Giant Genius, with stem nod, 

Command the slaughter, while the thunderous yell 

Murdered the stillness : do the echoes tell 
How the loud cry, " St. George for England," rode 
On them in triumph cheery, and loud-poured ! 

As with full certainty of high success ? — 
Rose visions here of England, She, the adored, 

And all the home-twined island-happiness. 
Clear to the eyes of dying men, and gored 

Far deeper than the blade that did Life's streams 
outpress ! 
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ON THE DANUBE. 



Near us gleam golden cornfields ; then, afar, 
Danube^s blue hills rise, on whose sunny side 
Fresh cornfields smile, by sunbeams struck, de- 
scried ! 

Lo ! fields of cloth of gold these truly are, 

Where Eongs might meet in triumph ! naught shall 
mar 
Their splendour: — and beneath doth Danube glide, 
With ribs of gold, too, belting his fair tide ; 

There every sunbeam grows a rosy star, 

Sparkling and shivering, — ^beautiful and bright; 

The sun seems flashing stars and lightnings down. 
At play with the over-wealth of his own light ! — 

And all around a heavenly glow is thrown. 

Sweet hours ! — I pray ye take not rapid flight : 

When may again such glad ones be mine own ? 

Wilshaffen. 
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THE BANKS OF THE DANUBE. 

Pondering, we journeyed by Old Danube's side; 

(Where all is peace and sununer-gladness now ;) 

The sky shone, flecked with some few clouds of 
snow; 
The boughs were bent with their luxuriant pride, 
By some sweet airs, that now awoke, now died. 

Now cheerly seemed to rush, now faintly blow. 

Oh ! where could lovelier landscape spread below ? 
Flowed the blue river deep and swift and wide ; 

There was a smile on all great Nature's face ; 
As Paradise was at her hearty at least ! — 

Deep hidden in her bosom's sacred place ! — 
And now in ours all troublous stirs had ceased ; 

And Fears took flight before fresh Hopes apace. 
Oh ! Nature how thy love was in my Heart in- 
creased ! 

Linz. 
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SONNET. 



FEUDAL REMAINS. 



High Hills, close in the Danube's waves of pride, 
Feathering with firs down low unto the shore. 
And shadowing o'er the River's chrystal floor. 

Sweeping in gloom unto the water's side. 

Old tottering Castles still aloft descried, 
Hint of dark feudal ages — ^when they wore 
A look of armed defiance, and stem store 

Of War's fierce weapons held — full well supplied. 
But ruins these ! — Fair Danube ! — like the sea, 

Thou hast thy Wrecks ! — ^but not in thy bright deep 
Are these concealed in gloomy mystery ; 

But lo ! they crown and crest thy fir-clad steep : 
Were they not built to o'erlook and keep o'er thee 

Proud watch ! — ^Man ! Man ! thy works soon grow 
a mouldering heap. 
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SCENES ON THE DANUBE. 



We tracked the Danube's waters, deep and cleai-, 

There many a ponderous sight enchained the eye ; 

The shores wore now of savage mystery, 
The frowning look — and now of mighty cheer ! — 
For deep dark forests fringed and feathered here 

The lofty banks — and there all smilingly 

The Harvest's golden fields made Earth and Sky 
One Sunshine rosy, and divine appear; 

As on some changeftQ mom now shadows come, 
Now brightness lingers for awhile, ev'n so. 

Now o'er the spirit spread a deepening gloom, 
Now did a gleam of sunny triumph glow ! — 

Reflection of the barrenness or bloom 
That the changed scene did swiftly varying show ! 

Vienna, 
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THE MORITIKG's JOURNEY. 

Upon a Summer's moniy at day-break's hour. 
We journeyed, pleased to mark upon our way 
The gracious morning opening ray by ray 

Into her perfect beauty and full power. 

Like some bright, bright enchantress in her bower. 
Working ten thousand marvels with proud sway : 
What triumphs does she not around display ! 

What scenes call forth, and what a dazzling shower 
Of rosy glories scatterelh she around, 

Till all is rainbow and bright sunshine glow ! 
Scarce steadily could the eye rest on the ground ; 

In lightning-waters did the River flow, 
The corn-stalks each were with clear sun-beams 
bound: 

The whole earth seemed to rear a gold-crowned brow! 
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THE BYBirXVO S JOURNEY. 



A PLACID evening Scene ! One glass of Peace 
Shines the down-rolling Dannbe, wide and far. 
Retracing the first beaaty of Eve's Star. 

*Tis well, when day's long hours of turmoil cease, 

To watch the dreamy wave — ^the floating fleece 
Of Night's soft clouds, that Darkness' heralds are. 
And for the quiet of the night prepare ! 

Marking the Shadows g^itly-slow increase ! 
It soothes the troubled feuicy — ^to the thought 

Brings sol^nn truths, and things that we should learn 
To seek for — they are worthy to be sought ! — 

And scarcely oft enough to these we turn ; 
For we wotdd not their serious lore be taught, 

And with vain folly still too boldly spurn ! 
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DANUBE. 



lloLL on ! far-rolling River! — ^till your tide 

In watery wild embrace with the Euxine blend 
Roll to your Eastern term — ^your sunny end. 

With thousand sun-beams on your glittering pride 

Of flowing waters deep, and strong, and wide. 
Oh ! mightiest River ! — ^taught your aid to lend 
Now to man's many wants, and bade to bend 

Before his power, and to espouse his side, — 
And forward his high purposes, since now 

The conquering — the resistless power of steam 
Its march of might through your deep waVes doth 
plough ! — 

Shoot o'er thee, like strange Pageants of a Dream, 
The smoke-wreathed barks, which scarce free 
course allow 

Sure to the o'ermastered tide, which but their slave 
doth seem ! 
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DANUBE. 



Fair as the fairest scenes enchanted lore 

Hath e*er described — ^this broke upon our sight, 
Full of proud Beauty and transcendent might! 

It touched me to the heart's own living core : — 

The Hills, like Golden Mounts, all mantled o'er 
With rosy sunshine, and on its fair flight 
The River, one broad glory of deep light — 

Bearing vast treasures to its teeming shore ! — 

Not gold, nor gems, but more, far more than these, 

Pure gifts of Plenty and Fertility ; 

(This surely best with man's vain state agrees !) 

What wealth, what produce doth it not supply i 
Thankful should Man the gifts abundant seize, 
And own and feel, all good comes still from yon 
sweet Skies ! 
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SHORES OF THE SAKUBE. 



By these proad Danube shores, of yore was heard 

The bray of trumpet and the beat of drum ; 

For here did marshalled hostile armies come ! 
Here the fierce war-horse had his mettle stirred. 
And pawing, ploughed the ground; here loud the word 

Was given to charge — ^to strike; but now no hum 

Of multitudes is heard — ^the air is dumb; 
By the road-side a few tired serfs ungird 

Themselves for rest — ^with their hot morning's work 
Weary, though still 'tis morning ! — ^for their day 

Soon openeth ! — ^Mom to their sealed eyes grows 
murk : 
Near stands an ancient cross that seems to say, 

^^ My might did tame the crescents of the Turk ; 
In me trust alway ! — ^till the Earth melt away !" 

Wilshaffen. 
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ON THE FIRST SIGHT OF VIENNA. 

ViENNA^s clustered spires, and walls, and towers, 

Broke on our sight, at the eighth hour of even ! 

Strong shades tumultuous, hunyingly were driven 
O^er that august Assemblage — ^for the hours 
Of twilight came, like angry, shadowy powers. 

To chase Day's glories, and they now had striven 

With high success — and the blue, boundless Heaven 
Was veiled and darkened, and the Earth's fanes and 
bowers — 

Wrappedinnew-gathering gloom. — ^A sight sublime 
Is the first sight of some proud capital. 

That hath beheld, in its allotted time. 
Changes and wonders acted roimd its wall : — 

Thou saw'st the spoilers pour fi'om the Eastern 
clime, 
And saw'st the^Earth's Conqueror camped in the old 
Imperial Hall ! 

Vienna, 
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TO VIENNA. 



Wien! — could thy thousand walls have thousand 
tongues. 

What histories strange should melt into the mind. 

Leaving romantic legends far behind ! 
Hast heard the drums of sieging hosts, when wrongs 
Terrific, threatened thee ; what time thy songs, 

Thy mirth, thy dances, all were hushed, and lined 

Thy streets with anxious multitudes, not blind 
To their oncoming fate — distracted throngs! 

Hast seen the hostile crescents flout thy sky — 
Th' Eagles 'gainst thine Imperial Eagles brought, 

Dance on thy breeze, with plumes of Victory ? 
Great City ! thou hast more than once been taught 

That strength and safety are but from on high. 
That help alone should be from Heaven's dread 
armoury sought ! 

Vienna. 
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DANUBE. 

Flow ! thou proud Biver ! centuries have not tamed 
Thy free bright waves, that mock at time and 

change ; 
Row through the lands, and take thy bold broad 
range; 
Or by pale moons empearled, — deep suns enflamed — 
By young Aurora in gold splendours framed — 
Or purple Midnight, wrapp'd in Shadows strange, 
Broidered with Stars : — th* orchard, the field the 
grange 
Now line thy banks — and now, all unreclaimed 

From the action of thy Waves, large tracts of land 
Spread in morasses on the Servian shore, 
Pine for the cultivation of man's hand. 
And boast no treasures of bright Plenty's store. 
Flow ! Danube ! flow ! proclaim Zeal's high com- 
mand, 
" Henceforth, ye shores ! be spread with wealth — 
one teeming floor !" 
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WRITTBN UPON THE LICHTENSTEIN PICTURE 
GALLERY. 

Another world springs from the Painter^s art — 
A race of beings separate and unknown; — 
Yes ! Painting hath a'bright world of its own, — 

A bright and beauteous living world apart, — 

And with a new emotion and a start 
We grow acquainted there with much alone 
In Fancy^s realms existing ; — jet thus shown 

That sinks as deeply into Mind and Heart 
As that we meet in life — ev'n living round ! 

Painter ! inspired creator of bright things ! 
Wrestler with wondering Nature ! — thou hast bound 

Her fairest triumphs to thy car, and springs 
Around a scene enchanted ! — if not found 

In Nature's worlds, at least, from proud Dreams bom 
she brings ! 

Vienna, 
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Child of my heart ! — would I could now behold 

Thy face of infant purity and grace ; 

That opening, wakening, hnghtemngj ^otcering 
face! 
And in a mother's fond embrace enfold ! 
Though sweetly, smilingly, the hours have rolled 

Since I have seen thee— yet the time — the space 

Have oft been lengthened— widened on the race 
Of hours, by fond regrets — all uncontrolled. 

My child ! — ^my children ! — oh ! to see again 
Those infant features, stamped upon my mind, 

Whose dear and blessed memory is a pain !— - 
Then were I happy — happiest ! — ^but entwined 

With grief must recollection still remain, 
Till I once more, in joy, my living treasures find. 

Vienna. 
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ON THE HBLENENTHAL. 



The gurgling brook sang near its pleasant song. 

With voice of clearest chrystal singing sweety 

And rolled its wave of sunshine at our feet, 
And birds, hard by, trilled loud, — ^a merry throng, 
The sheltering, shadowing, sweeping woods, among. 

As they would sing before the noon-day*s heat; 

And many an echo did the strain repeat. 
No cloud was dark — ^no swelling breeze was strong — 

But gentlest ^rs just moved the leaf and blade ; 
And tenderest fleeces softly flecked the sky. 

And beautiful as sunshine seemed the shade ! — 
Ten thousand nameless beauties charmed the .eye> 

Bom of the moment — suddenly displayed. 
And then as suddenly snatched back — ^past by ! 

Badefiy near Vienna. 
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The Old Castle frowns on high, in proud decay ; 

In architectural beauty stands below 

The Archducal Palace, white as sunlit snow ; 
And both look lovely — ^both look fair to-day ! 
Another ruin by young Morning's ray 

Is brightened, near — of ages long ago 

The lone compeer, but mouldering still and slow, 
Of Time and Change not the unresisting prey ! 

Where are the lords and leaders that of yore 
Made these their more than lion-lairs of pride ? 

The Worm hath wasted them, alas ! far more 
Than War and Weather, and each chance beside, 

Their towers of strength !— yet gallantly they bore 
Themselves of old— and Time and Death defied ! 

Baden, 
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THE HILLS OF 8TYRIA. 



O'er Styria's Hills a thousand lights now dance ; 

It is as though a thousand Suns shone fair, 

Brightening in more than mid-noon splendour 
there ! — 
Ev'n shivered into endless Stars — that glance 
With dazzling-keen unmarred predominance ;^— 

'Tis that full many a cloud on the azure air 

Doth a faint guise of shadowy softening wear, 
And o'er that single sun doth float, perchance, 

Only to make him lovelier still ! — ^to make 
Him seem ten thousand suns of glory bright, 

Until the eye doth with its splendours ache ! — 
Troubled, perplexed with changefulness of light; 

Each cloud is fair and soft as snowy flake. 
Though partly shrouding him whose absence is — 
the Night ! 

Gratz, 
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THE SAVE. 



Thou^rt a fair River, boundary-stream ! between 
The Christian and the Osmanlie — who long 
Waged war unchecked, fired still with hatred 
strong 

Against each other, darkening thy fair scene 

With slaughters ! — Oh ! that such stem things have 
been ! 
Tis well to other ages, their dark wrong 
Should rest confined : let such not firown among 

Our fair homes now ! — Lo ! quiet and serene 
LetPeace and Tolerance spread their gentle wings, 

To cover o'er the nations : let no more 
Sharp Discord gall us with her thousand stings, 

To devastate our earth from shore to shore. 
Let our pure Faith teach us far holier things. 

And we the example give full loftier than before ! 

Layhach. 
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TRIESTE. 



A SCENE of wonderous beauty they descry, 
Who scale the heights that frown o'er fair Trieste, 
Fairest when sinks on the Adrian Ocean's breast, 

Ttalia's glorious sun, and leaves the sky 

To moon and stars of tenderer brilliancy. 
'Twas thus we saw it, and it half oppressed 
The sense with loveliness — ^the rich unrest 

Of admiration troubling it ! — heaved high 
Each pulse with an exulting thrill of joy. 

Such scenes awaken loftiest strains of thought. 
Which keenly, kindlingly the mind employ, 
. Jnto the fine web of the existence wrought. 
Which most they beautify — they never cloy. 

Those noble pleasures Nature's hand hath brought ! 

Trieste, 
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THE ADRIATIC AT SUNSET. 

Softly on the Adrian Sea we glided slow, 

The sun his web of western splendours wove ; 

The Sea his throne beneath — ^the Sky above ! — 
The orange and purple of the simset's glow 
Slow faded round us on the water's flow : — 

Each wave seemed softly murmuring, like the dove, 

Music of tenderness and tones of love ; 
'Twas beautiful around, above, below, 

Died in the heart each thought of strife and gloom ; 
The mind felt quickened with a deeper life ; 

The world, that erst seemed darker than the tomb, 
Appeared at once with all enchantments rife ; 

A paradise within, without, did bloom. 
And Peace shut in the Soul the gates of Strife ! 

Trieste. 
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We see much Beauty and we dream of more ! — 
We are creating while we contemplate ! — 
The mind upsoaiing, on proud wings elate, 

Appears with its rich treasures running o^er, 

And adds the wealth of its etherial store 
Of phantasies and dreams to the awful state 
Of Nature, then not crushed beneath the weight 

Of admiration — ^but thus made to soar !— 
Quickened-«-inspired in its strong ecstasy; — 

Surely in heaven then, when the Immortal Mind 
Puts on her power, and soars sublimely free. 

One of the mightiest pleasures she shall find 
For her prepared most gloriously, shall be 

To Cause and to Create what here she well designed 1 

TrieHe. 
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Whebsfobe dost howl? thou boisteroiiS) furious 
Wind? 
Thus tempesting the dark-blue Adrian Sea, 
Where smiling waves before rolled glad and free 
And revelling in repose— why dost unbind 
Thy haughty powers? — and lash, as thou wouldst 
grind 
Those waves to mist, — ^the waters ? — these may be 
The graves of many, thus, who may not flee 
Thy fury in their barks, to wreck resigned. 

Why dost thou howl and rage, fierce Storm-wind 
here? 
Can loveliness disarm thee not? — ^reply ! — 

Wert thou not happier — ^Tempest-terror drear ! — 
To be a gentle breeze 'twixt sea and sky. 

Balancing sofUy, as it would appear. 
Unable to make choice, where thou wouldst live and 
die? 

Trieste. 
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A WEIGHT of death-like darkness seemed to lie 

Upon the silent mountains and the Sea; 

His waves seemed chained — ^nor ev^n the air 
seemed free ! — 
The powers of storm were marshalled in the sky, 
Their dread array of shadows darkled by, 

Instinct with terror ; — ^Fear appeared to be 

The Ruler of the Elements ! — ^while he 
And his stem train swept shapeless, shadowy nigh ; 

Anon the air was One wild Voice — ^the wind 
Rose suddenly, as on ten thousand wings, 

As tho' 'twould leave ten thousand wrecks behind. 
And nothing but the memory of past things ! — 

Yet the fierce, furious tempest is not blind. 
But knoweth where to strike, and where to sheathe 
his stings ! 

Trieste. 
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WRITTEN ON FIR&T ARRIVING AT VENICE. 

The sun rose glorious soon o^er the Adrian Sea, 
To light us on our way to Venice, fair ! — 
And all that beauteous is, and mournful there. 
He rose ! and blazed the sea beneath him free. 
Whose waves seemed rolling waves of fires to be !— - 
Full proud his image-impress thus to bear ! 
What splendours did each sparkling foam-wreath 
wear! 
Night's shadows then in truth did swiftly flee I 

Ere while a death-black mass of glooms remained. 
As though they would frown back the rising sun — 
With all the funeral hues of midnight stained — 
They staid ! — till fringed with fire they seem'd all 
spim 
Of Light and Darkness both — He rose! — He 
reigned ! 
And they retreated — fled (--crushed, vanquished, and 
undone ! 

Venice. 
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ON TBNICE. 



Venice ! — the sea that flows thro^ thy fair streets 
Should surely be a weeping sea of tears, 
Mourning thy funeral Beauty's faded years. 

And all that sadly there the grieved eye meets ! 

My Heart, thy charms full sorrowfully greets, 
Too sad thy splendour to my Soul appears! — 
And yet thy melancholy more endears^ — 

More wins to thee ! — ^whose tale loud fame repeats ! 
Where are thy monarch-nobles of the old days ? 

Where thy Sea-Ca»ars? — ^Doges of proud name ! — 
Where thy vast victories, past all count or praise ? 

Flayed for between Oblivion pale and Fame ! 
In thee a Queen*libe Phantom meets our gaze ; 

Thine is the Ruin !— be all Earth's — the Shame! 

Venice. 
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YENICB. 



Thy place is on the sea ! — the glorioos sea ! — 
Fairer than earth thro' all its varying hours ! — 
Most sunlike in the sunny, when all powers 
Of beauty seem to walk in majesty 
Twixt Heaven and:Earth, and when the storm raves 
free. 
Most mighty and most wonderous !«— while, like 

towers, 
The uproused waves soar,*-each scattering foamy 
showers — 
As they would scale the sky and lifted be 

Above the clouds and tempests, dark and drear, 
That trouble them and toss ! — thy place is there, 

Oh ! City, beautiful without a peer ! — 
In ruin noble — ^in decay how fair ! — 

Would we could steer thee as a ship we steer 
To our own shores, that thus, thy Beauty's pomp 
should wear ! 



Venice, 
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To thee I drink this parting cup, fiill brimmed — 
This cup of an unfathomable woe ! — 
And drain each drop of fire ! — jet must I go ! 

My heart is wounded and my sight is dimmed ; 

That cup with every poison-dew seems rimmed : 
Fear, Self-reproach, Suspense together flow, 
And all their torments I too keenly know. 

No matter ! — ^for Lovers lamp is fed and trimmed; 
And this shall light my sepulchre on earth. 

Life ! thou long torture ! — ^let thy rack but be 
With buds of Hope^s young roses flowering forth, 

Adorned and brightened, and 'tis well with me ! 
Farewell ! farewell ! — I murmur not; 'tis worth 

Our while to weep, if through our tears Heaven's 
smiles we see ! 
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THE GONDOLA BAGS. 



A THOUSAND smiling faces on the Sea, 

Smoothing the Waves with Beauty ! — ^look around ! 

What hundreds seem as walking on the ground, 
Plying their arrowy oars full dexterously, 
With foot advanced, and outstretched arms they flee ; 

They pass! — ^they part! — ^and they return! — no 
bound 

Seems set to their fleet movements, while all crowned 
With Sunset gleam those waves-^the fair barks be 

Like butterflies on beds of roses gay, 
Fluttering and winged with very joy and hope. 

The dancing boats 1 how take they their light way, 
Strong with this mightiest element to cope, 

With which they verily appear at play; 
While Night, another Day, her gates of light doth ope. 

Venice. 
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ON VENICE. 



Bear me, proud Billows! to your isle-throned 
Queen !— 
Lady of Cities fair, and Sunniest Seas, 

Seated on waves — a Queen of cloud and breeze ! — 
Bear me to that enchanted, glorious scene ! 
When was that marble vessel launched serene ? 

She stems ten thousand waves with conscious ease ! — 

What bulwarks brave, what gorgeous masts are 
these ? 
Walls — Towers — of precious marbles piled,I ween ! — 

Thou brave Bark ! — ^Venice City! — ^thou so fair. 
Hast yet been shipwrecked, and a wreck thou art ! 

For all thy bravery, and thy pomps that wear 
A look of lasting triumph, — ^at the Heart 

Thou rt cankered, mouldering, and the Wreck is 
there J 
Even in the highest, holiest, noblest part! 

Trieste. 
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ON VENICE. 



Hail to thy sculptured domes and frosted piles, 
Venice, adored ! the sun now sets on fire 
Thy palaces, which clothed in gold, swell higher ! — 

With all their different shapes and various styles ! 

Even in decline how beautiful thy smiles ! 

Neptune thy subject — ^Phcebus seems thy Sire ! — 
Thou like some Heaven-loved martyr dost expire. 

Oh ! thou sweet Lady of the Waves and Isles! 
Thou tread'st the branching coral under foot ! — 

As fresh — as fair as in thy youngest years 
Doth that put forth its every hardened shoot. 

But withered, although watered by thy tears, 
Are those proud laurels that so well did suit 

Thy brow of yore, bright Queen, of all thy past com- 
peers! 



D 2 
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OK YBNICE. 



Venice ! thou Qaeen of Sea ! in ruin Queen ! — 
As none may doubt who look in love on thee. 
The great Sun seems thine Element ! — for he 

Is so incorporate still with thy fair scene — 

So mirrored deep in thy lagoons serene : 
That he seems round thee spread like thine own 

Seal- 
He builds a throne of glorious majesty. 

Of beaten gold and burnished silver sheen. 
In thy refulgent streets ! — triumphal road I — 

That seems but made for Victory, Pomp, and Joy ! 
Of Star- wreathed spirits thou mightst be the abode. 

Like those bright spheres which Time dares not de. 
stroy, 
Swung in the ethereal element — ^but trod 

By Angel shapes !— yet Time works thee annoy ! 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



53 



SONNET. 



ON YBNICE. 



Oh ! Venice ! Venice ! Vision of my soul ! — 
Thou Marble Eden of adoring hearts ! — 
Ark of my new affections !— never parts 

From thee my memory, but doth round thee roll 

As stars round suns ! — on thy broad stony scroll 
Is " Ruin" written, Queen of Arms and Arts ! — 
Yet Ruin smiles so fair thus, that there darts 

A lovelier ray from Heaven's height to controul 
Thy doom so dark — methinks! — ^Each Palace-Hall 

Shows fair, as shine the coral-rock^s beneath, 
So bright — ^so delicate-fantasticali! — 

With sculptured scroll, and fruit, and clustered 
wreath! — 
These might enchanted realms supreme recall ; — 

Oh, Venice! thy sweet praise shall cease but with 
my breath ! 
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A F£TB DAT AT VENICE. 



On Venice' Waters blue her children held 

Fair Festival — ^made merry on the Sea ! 

And laughed, till laughing waves flung back their 
glee: 
Sporting, they thus rejoiced on the open field 
Of the azure Ocean ; but dark thoughts of eld 

Rushed o'er my soul ; much it misliketh me 

To see this heartless joy and gladness free ! 
Thy Melancholy^ Venice ! thus is quelled, 

But not thy cav>se for mourning ! — never more, 
Alas ! shall Triumph with fair Freedom move, 

I fear, o'er thy blue seas, or palaced shore ; 
But ne'er dost thou so much command our love 

Or feeling, as when restless day is o'er, 
And thou art left alone to Seas and Skies above ! 

Constantinople. 
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ON VENICE. 



Venice ! thou Empire of the hundred Isles, 

Thou Armament of Palaces sublime ! 

Dark falls o'er thee the shadow of old Time ; 
But scarcely this can shroud thy sweet proud smiles, 
Gone are thy gorgeous pomps — the enchanting wiles 

Of thy gay triumphs — ^but thy Sky — thy clime, 

Still, still are lovely as in thy young prime; 
Though little less than slavery now defiles! 

Venice ! be thou a home to this crushed heart ; 
A sanctuary of sympathies be thou ! 

Another world from this cold world apart, 
This dead cold world, that all my soul loathes now ! 

Thou, like my being, fallen and foundered art, 
O'er this hath gone Despair's — o'er that Destruction's 
plough ! 

Constantinople. 
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A WIGHT STORM AT VENICE. 

The Lightnings flash upon St. Mark's great dome, 
Which starts to proud pale Beauty suddenly!— 
And seems itself a Lightning to the eye; 

White, clear, and dazzling-bright — ^while the after 
gloom 

Closes upon it, like a swallowing tomb ! — 
Or is't received and rapt into the Sky, 
Snatched by the powers of the awful storm on high ? 

No, yet once more from darkness startling come — 
Its proud proportions forth in radiant sheen, 

And for one moment 'tis as bright again ! — 
Can pen or pencil e'er bepaint such scene ? 

Nay ! it is stamped and written on the brain : 
It flashes through the soul, with triumph keen, 

And there must long, unlocked by words remain 1 

Venice. 
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A STORM AT 8BA ON THE MEDITBRRANEAN. 

The vessel goes upon her gallant way. 

The billows chafe around her stormily, 

With all the noble beauty of the Sea ! — 
Bright gleam the sheeted lightnings of their play — 
She finds not, but she makes with glorious sway 

Her road of royal triumph, for there be 

Long lines of foam behind her, glittering free 
As burnished silver — on the victory's day 

So shines the Conqueror's path ! — the sea around 
Seems as expecting her, and welcoming, 

And her fair march with majesty is crowneijl. 
What though she spreadeth not the sail's white wing, 

But capped with bannered, smoke, the blue pro- 
found 
Thus skimmeth, she is still, a glorious mighty Thing! 

Steamer, 
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HOME RBMEMBRANCES. 

Friends! Home! what more than magic words of 
might ! — 
The Winds — the Sea — Space — Time — can these 

controul. 
And bring far scenes and seasons to my soul ! — 
The Distant smiles, lit up with Hope's own light — 
Love's sweet skill paints it to my thought aright — 
And Oh ! how brightly ! I shall gain the goal. 
Shall once more triumph where no billows roll ; — 
No oceans spread to part, with chilling blight. 
Those who love dearly well !— Friends— Friends 
and Home, 
Blessings fall round ye, warm, and deep, and true ! — 

May ye know nought of sorrow nor of gloom ; 
May all your days wear Joy's own rosy hue ; 
Yet pause awhile — soft-murmuring, " Come, oh! 
Come !" 
When Memory's Moonlight-smile gleams Hope's 
rich sunshine through ! 

Steamer, 

Digitized by LjOOQLC 



59 



SONNET. 

WRITTEN ON BOARD TH? STEAMER, BARON EICHOFF. 

Loud, loud roars the adverse wind, the thunder rolls, 

The shivering lightnings blaze with splendours 
white. 

And make the tossing sea one flood of light ; 
An awe of admiration wraps our souls. 
And every thought and every sense eontrouls : 

Sea, storm, and thunders ! ye have holy might, 

Ye turn our thoughts on their unpausing flight 
From things of earth and ashes ! — their true goals, 

Ye teach them to remember tremblingly ! — 
For ye are strong, and we and they are weak. 

And ye have missions high. Night, Clouds, and 
Sea!— 
Your vengeance yet on tts ye dare not wreak — 

(Save to remind us of the Eternity,) 
Armed, strengthened, still by Him who bade ye shin-^ 
and speak ! 

Near the Coast of Greece. 
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YIBW OF THE ACROCBRA.UNIAK MOUNTAINS. 

The AcTOceraimian heights on us gaze down. 

Borne in our bark fiill near their barren steeps ; 

The blue Sea at their base in beauty sleeps — 
Regardless of their arid angry frown. 
It tmll be Beautiful ! — ^and thus 'tis shown 

The fairer for its rugged neighbours ! weeps 

The wave its chrystal-sparkling tears, where keeps 
That rocky barrier — watch austere ; dark crown 

For the bright Kingly Sea ! — so proud — so fair — 
On this still morning golden and serene, 

When all that Sea is Sun, and all the Air ! 
And all the Soul is love, and all the Scene ! 

Chimaera's Mountain-crests soar towering there, 
Like Messengers of Power, our Earth and Heaven 
between ! 

Steamer. 
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ATHENS DESCRIED AT DAYBREAK FROM THE SEA. 

Tbe rising sun, behind the Acropolis, 

Blazed like its olden glory yet once more 

Descending on it, radiant as before — 
The rosy lights those mighty ruins kiss ; 
They seem all bathed in beauty and in bliss : — 

Anon the sun rides high-»we touch the shore ; 

The glad and glowing colours that they wore, 
Leave them to their proud gloom ! — more fair in this — 

More holy and more kingly: — all around 
Springs a new city from the hallowed dust 

Of the old and lost one, as this honoured ground 
Gave back to resurrection its dread trust 

Of Might, — Strength, — ^Power— yet where shall 
they be found. 
The Brave,-^the Wise, — the Eloquent, — the Just ? 

Athens^ August 2. 
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INEZ TO MANUEL. 



I LOVED thee and I fled ; already seemed 
Thy coming smile to dawn along the air, 
And thy approaching presence soothed all care. 

The earth with thy sweet shadow glowed and 
beamed ; 

The sun shone with that shadow! — ^till heaven streamed 
With added glory — showed it loveliest there f 
Oh, no ! — that smile blazed in my heart more fair, 

That shadow sunned my Soul! already dreamed 
My mind of gladness infinite ; but, lo ! 

I fled ! — I fled ! — was then that heart grown cold ? 
Could that forget its deep impassioned glow ? 

Was safety found in flight ? Alas ! — behold ! 
I left the spot; but leaving — ^loved thee so. 

Thine Image in my Soul was stamped ten thousand 
fold. 

Smyrna. 
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INBZ TO MANUEL. 



The air I lately breathed thou breathest now ; 

The ground 1 lately trod now knows thy tread, 

Cold as they carry from their homes the dead, 
My soulless frame (but hearken to me thou) 
Was borne from my Soul's home, which I avow 

Is but where thou art ! — around me midnight spread, 

And days and nights of tears, too vainly shed. 
Succeeded ! — I must bend me now, and bow 

To my sad fate — Time doth like Fire refine, 
And he shall make my grief, — so bitter-wild — 

A tender Melancholy — I shall pine. 
And mourn, and moan, but with a grief more mild, 

And tearful stars, that on my tears shall shine, 
Shall soothe my woe, and Grief shall clasp me as 
her child ! 

Smyrna. 
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INEZ TO MANUEL, 



How could I leave that spot, so soon to be 
Blessed with thy radiant presence ? 'twas a pang 
Unutterable ; for I would fondly hang 

For years upon thy foot-print lovingly — 

Thy foot-print in the dust; and I could flee 
With hateful courage (while my armed Soul sang 
Its proud, bold paean !) — from my bliss ! I rang 

Mine own knell sternly, and did bend my knee 
At the Altar of dark Sacrifice, which none 

But I had built ! — Oh, courage harsh and vain ! — 
O'er whose cold triumph I must make my moan ; 

A triumph but of bitterness and pain — 

Ah ! that it had been less ! that it had flown — 

And left me like a slave that links, loves, clasps his 
chain ! 

Steamer J near the Dardanelles. 
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WRITTEN ON BOARD TH£ MAHMOUD STBAMER. 

Two green, glad Valleys at each other smile ! 

For the European and the Asiatic Shores 

Are fair and fertile here — the blue wave pours 
His tribute rich to each — ^unchecked the while, 
Without a show of preference still ! — Defile 

Of sunny waters ! how my Heart adores 

Thy graceful beauty ; here no torrent roars ; 
No angry rocks rear high a bristling pile ! 

Still all is fair and happy ! — Here it was 
The Persian Ruler bade the sea be still, 

That he and his dread legioned hosts might pass ; 
And here 'twas the Element but mock'd his will, 

And broke the Boat-bridge as a bridge of glass. 
And laughed at his foiled power, and taunted his 
vain skiU ! 

Steamer; the Dardanelles, 
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THE BOSPHOBUS. 



Blue Bosphorus ! — Oh! how cloudless and how clear 

Thy waves of beauty glitter fair and free ; 

Thy gilded gay caiques pass merrily 
Over thy sunshine path, and do appear 
Like faery coracles or far or near ! — 

Darting (like lightnings swift, 'twixt sky and sea) 

As darts midst beds of flowers the winged bee, 
Along those many-coloured waters dear, 

Jewelled and rainbowed with all hues of heaven ! 
Flash ! — ^Beautiful ! — ^from the Euxine's dark embrace 

To the Archipelago's fair tides soft driven, 
Round Isles of Paradise — each Love's sweet place ! 

Thou Bosphorus ! — Oh ! thou Beautiful ! — 'tis 
given— 
To sunny streams to yield great Nature's crowning 
grace ! 

Constantinople. 
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JEWISH CEHBTBBT SBBH FBOH THE BOSPHOBUS. 

A HEAP of stones up yon steep mountain's dde, 
And cresting its roagh brow, thus thickly crowned, 
Marks out the ancient Hebrew burying-ground. 

Death sorely there hath chosen, with deep pride, 

His seat of strength, — ^reared o'er this purple tide — 
A royal robe flung at his feet ! — ^fair bound 
With sunshine's burning gold, resplendent round ! — 

So brightly doth the sparkling river glide ! 
Ye banished of your brethren ! — Life and Death 

Find ye an exiled separated race ! 
In banishment ye draw your living breath ! 

Go down in exile to man's resting-place ! — 
Your presence. Earth's pollution ! — ev'n beneath 

Your dust with other diist, dares mix not in embrace. 

Constantinople. 
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MARCIAn's column in CONSTANTINOPLE. 

Tis a fair column, reared in pride on high, 

But ruined now, and pointing up in vain, 

Even like Ambition's finger from the plain, 
Unto the sunny and triumphal sky. 
Man is a dreamer, only bom to die : 

He would in something live, though he must wane ; 

Therefore the Pillar rises and the Fane ; 
The Arch — Temple — Tower — the Gate of Victory ! — 

Man, thou believ'st, that like the eagle thus 
Thou mountest to the sun, and all the while 

'Tis like the moth, (far better type of us,) 
Thou hoverest round the earth-bom taper's smile. 

To worship its weak splendours tremulous. 
Oh ! wretched worms are we !— and base and vile ! 

Constantinople. 
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IKBZ TO MANUEL. 



A PARTING, and a bitter parting too, 
Without a meeting !*^Funeral days and nights, 
Of many tears, must mine be now-^Giiefs rights 

Are close exacted, and her claims borne through ; 

She will not be defrauded of her due !— 
Worst parting without meeting ! — ^Absence' blights 
Fall heavier now, since darkly disunites 

This wider separation — sharp thorns strew 
The paths of such a parting, which my tears 

Seem but to water into wilder growth. 
Now 'tis that shadowy moments yawn to years, 

And years in prospect, whence my soul shrinks loath, 
To long eternities of pangs and fears, 

The grief that martyreth one seems doubled, shared 
by both I 

Constantinople* 
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THE BAZAARS AT CONSTANTINOPLE. 

We took OUT way through Stamboul's thronged 
bazaars. 
Glittering and dazzling bright on every side, 
Though shaded from the sun that then did ride 
High in the East's sultry skies, those costly wares — 
That sumptuous merchandize,— which glows and 
glares 
In bravery, seemed with rainbow-splendours dyed ; 
The Armenian and the Jew and Turk there tried 
To tempt with their piled treasures: flower-wreathed 
jars. 
Broad stuffs of gold and silver, scar& and shawls 
Of broidered beauty, essenced vials sweet. 

And gorgeous robes, rich as imperial palls, — 
Bright-patterned pearl-bepowdered slippers, meet. 

To charm and tempt, in those long, dazzling haUs, 
Where gravely rest, cross-legged, the merchants, on 
their seat. 

Constantinople. 
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INEZ TO MANUEL. 



Hast thoa not heard my Heart ? Oh ! can it be 
That all the love, so mighty and so tnie, 
That throbs and thrills this soul of passion thro", 

Is yet unknown, undreamed, unguessed by thee ? — 

Hast thou not seen that soul ? but answer me ; 
Hast thou not heard that heart ? why, every hue 
Upon my cheeks, in letters ever new, 

liBtters of fire pronounced their feelings firee!— 
Enew'st thou, thou wert . beloved, thou wert 
adored, 

As thou must ever be — as now thou art ? — 
Have I unpitied, languished and deplored — 

Unfelt for, borne my hard and heavy part? — 
Oh ! needed there the weakness of a word 

To make thee sound that Soul, and hear that Heart? 

Constantinople. 
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THB WORST SORROW. 



To think 'twas our own fault, alas I our own^ 

That we do suffer, — ^this is worst despair ! 

And makes all other agony a care 
Slight and endurable — ^then, then alone 
We taste true wormwood ! What the will hath done 

Twould vainly struggle to undo, and there 

Is helplessness and failure ! — Ghroan nor prayer, 
The inexorable Destiny — ^unwon 

By these— can move ; these thoughts fast crowding 
come, 
And rank, rash schemes, crude phantasies, that all 

Must strive full hopelessly 'gainst the actual doom I 
Dreams — Hopes — high-passionate^fantastical — 

Stir up the Soul, yet shed but darker gloom 
When they depart; for, ah! such do but flower to 
fall! 

Constantinople, 
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JNEZ TO HANUBL. 



Ah ! agony ! -to wish the heart away. 

Without one dream of hope, one thought of power. 

Oh ! agony ! to learn still, hour by hour, 
New mysteries of the old grief! — ^not that her sway 
Is varied, but that day still after day 

Our eyes more open, as we crouch and cower 

To our own heavy state, while darkly lower 
Her stem clouds round us ! we, their helpless prey ! — 

Such is my doom ! no moment but doth show 
Some yet undreamt-of depth of my despair. 

I am a Student in the School of woe — 
Pupil in the Philosophy of care ! — 

My tears for ever fall in bitterer flow, 
While to my fresh distress, my past seems light as air! 

Constantinople. 
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INBZ TO MANUEL. 



May skies unclouded canopj thy head ! — 
Bright be thy places of abiding still ! — 
Fair be the paths of thy far travel, till 

Once more thou mayst on shores familiar tread ! — 

Be blessings ever3rwhere about thee shed,— 
O'er sea and land, o'er plain and sky-kissed hill, 
And good thy portion be, uncrossed by ill ! 

Ne'er may thy web be mixed with one dark thread! 
More inarticulate blessings, from Thought's hoards, 

Swell on my Soul ; but my reluctant tongue 

Must speak, that word which swallows up all 
words, 

Farewell ! — the music of all tears ! — 'tis wrung 
Now from my heavy Heart, whose trembling 
chords 

Thrill keenly, all o'erstricken — as o'erstrung ! 

Constantinople. 
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IMBZ TO MANUBt. 



Talk to me of thyself for evermore ! — 

Tell me but of my bomidless love for thee ! — 

Instruct me much in that sweet mystery ; 
For I am dazzled-blind, to my heart's core, 
With Passion's fervour ; so that burning store 

Of my deep feelings surely seems to be 

Veiled by their own intensity from me ! 
Do thou then lesson me in that rich lore ! — 

Talk to me only of thyself and love ! 
Tell me but of mine adoration deep 

For thee — thee only — theme all themes above ! 
Oh! let me listen to thee still, and weep — 

With joy and love — ^Ah ! oft / vainly strove 
To speak to thee of thoughts, that my full spirit 
steep f 

Constantinople. 
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THE VIEW FROM THE 8ERA8KIER*8 TOWER. 

How fair the scene ! Constantinople's Towers, 

Her mosques — her minarets, and her bright- 
wreathed walls, 

Her thronged bazaars and pacha's palaced halls, 
Her fields of death and thousand-trellised bowers. 
Shine out upon this fairest of fair hours ; 

The scene some tale of faery so recalls ; 

The sun gleams down on gilded spires and balls — 
O'er all his fiery hand seems scattering flowers ! — 

Thronged masts and minarets as in rivalry, 
Together with the cypresses, appear 

To soar in glory and in grace on high ! — 
While flash the waves, full shining bright and clear, — 

These point like pyramids, unto the sky. — 
Oh ! Happy Scene ! so proud— so dazzling — ^yet so 
dear! 

Constantinople. 
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Sweet Heaven is far — ^and so art thou — ^mine own! 

And Earth and Sorrow are too near me still ! — 

Wherefore my days are dedicate to ill, 
And I am ever mournful and alone ! 
Ah ! Heaven and thou are far ! — No hope hath shone 

Of late for me ! — this silent heart to thrill 

And lorn I droop, whom chilling terrors fill 
For ever ! - So I make my ceaseless moan ! 

Wearily — wearily I bend and bow, 
With many a sigh suppressed and hidden tear, 

To Sorrow's power — my ruthless tyrant now. 
Still day by day my sufferings more appear : 

Ah! Heaven — sweet Heaven — ^'tis coldly far ; — and 
tlumi— 
And Earth, and Grief, and Death, are all too near ! 

Het Loo. 
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How many changes gather round me now ! — 

Since thou art changed — all, all is changed for me. 

Since thou art altered — altered all like thee ! — 
I ask not wherefore— and 1 know not how ! 
Too much they dare who love ! — for they must bow 

To their new Master, who thenceforth shall be 

Their tyrant — ^nor beneath his Mastery, 
Shall they one independent thought avow ! 

But none know what they dare when ^rat they 
love ! 
Sunny the surface of his Sea doth beam, 

As though but for the halcyon spread ! — and dove ! 
But there the Storm-birds, swift as lightning's gleam, 

Shall dart and darken — those false tides above, 
And the black clouds part of that Ocean seem ! 
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Mt Thoughts go forth, through all the realms of day, 
Wreathing *mid burning stars, like flames of fire ! — 
So haughtily and bravely they aspire ! — 

Proud is their march, and powerful their array, 

Strange are their secret works, and steep their way, — 
Ever they scale new heights to find yet higher — 
And in my conscious Soul, when these retire, 

Most wondrous-mystic is their sov^ran sway ! 
Most mystical of mystics ! — they shall reign 

O'er the unknown Empires, curtained and concealed, 
And weave their Operations like a chain 

Round all things that are opened and revealed ; 
Since to be idle is their heaviest pain. 

And they are but at rest when mightiest powers 
they wield. 
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I DRAW one deep thought nearer to my heart ; 

Nearer — ^for ever ! — as it dearer grows ! — 

Through doubts and fears, and sufferings — ^wrongs 
and woes— 
From that to sever were from life to part ! — 
Thought ! that my treasure and my transport art. 

Leave me not ! —till life's dreary day-time's close ; 

Thou that ev'n like the Sun upon me rose 
Through all my being, Hope's best lights to dart. 

Dear Dream ! — that crown'st me as some flowery 
wreath! 
I faulter — shrink, and with strange terror start. 

When thinking I must lose thee, ev'n in death! — 
No ! — thou'rt my Soul ? — Vile doubt ! how vain thy 
smart — 

That Fear may well be spared me here beneath ! 
Still shall that thought grow nearer to my Heart. 
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I KNOW not if thouVt Beautiful, mine own, 
But thou mak'st all things beautiful to me ! — 
All that I meet, ot dream, or hear, or see, 

And these thy Presence beautifies alone ! — 

A glory round thee seems for ever thrown, 
Ev'n from thy very shadow ! — Canst thou be 
Of mortal mould, thou radiant mystery ? — 

One moment to the Sun in brightness shown ! — 
Look not upon me I lest I could not bear 

To live, when, haply, thou should'st look away ! — 
Lest dark should grow the light and dead the air ! 

Look not away from me, — should^st thou, I pray, 
Deign to glance on me ! — Vision bright and rare ! — 

Then may I live on those looks day by day ! 
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I CANNOT rule mj thoughts that round one theme 
Ilang, like to swarming bees, till^/2 grow One /- 
And yet that theme I fain would learn to shun. 

It is my Life's too fidr, but fatal dream — 

Too dangerous do its deep enchantments seem. 
But dearer than my Soul ! — ^undone ! — undone !- 
I cannot rule my thoughts ; each rising sun 

Sees me still drifting farther down the stream ! 
Oh ! fearful stream of Passion ! — wave by wave 

Dost thou engulph my Being ! — ^must it be ? — 
Is there no power to strengthen or to save ? 

No tokens of a change these eyes can see : 

Days past and days to come one likeness have. 

I know my Future so, it seems a Memory! 
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There is a voice too sweet, among the trees ; 

A voice like harp of angel sounding low, 

And ever-deepening as the breezes go, 
Eager that honey of sweet sounds to seize ! 
Are these, indeed, not like the industrious bees, 

Gathering that precious store, which doth overflow, 

Upon their wandering way, as they did know 
How richly this should all partakers please ? — 

Soft winds of Summer ! — ye too stir my Heart ; 
But thence no music-honey can ye draw ; 

It is a hollow, hopeless thing apart — 
Its leaves are written o'er with its life's law — 

Black, bleak, and bitter suffering! — Scourge and 
smart 
Pursue it still, — still back it shrinks in awe ! 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



84 



SONNET. 



Come to my Soul, long-banished thoughts again ; 

Come thoughts, that breathe of hope and joy, 
once more ! 

And all the freshness of my Soul restore. 
I cut, at length. Grief's cold and cankering chain ; 
Too long my spirit under Sorrow's reign 

Hath borne to bow ; now all I most abhor 

Will I defy and scorn ! — ^'tis done — 'tis o'er ! — 
Long on a couch of iron I have lain ! — 

Now will I call back my sweet dreams of old ; 
Win them and wear them — and forget, at last, 

That life is changeful, and that love is cold. 
I will pluck roses that shall, covering, cast 

Their roseate shadows o'er the gloomy mould 
Heaped o'er mine earlier hopes, that faded fast ! 

Het Loo, 
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Th£ Morning of my Joys is darkened o'er, 
And Sorrow sits, like to a gloomy cloud, 
On every Height of Hope, which once raised proud 

Its head of brightness o'er Life's rugged shore ! 

Shall these, her clouds, be cleared away no more ? — 
Must all my Soul beneath their weight be bowed ? — 
Vainly I grieve and mourn and cry aloud, 

" Alas ! could Life smile as it smiled before !" — 
All, all seems different, since too changed art thouy 

My Being's Being — and my Life of Life ! — 
Earth is a sunless desert for me now ! — 

I am unarmed to battle with its strife, 
Death in my heart — and faintness on my brow — 

Yet once my Soul was with Hope's Visions rife ! 
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Soft winds are rustling through the voiceful trees ; 

The leaves seem living in their sweet unrest !*-^ 

While evermore there cometh a new guest 
To these, iu shape of some fresh-wakening breeze! — 
My soul is fluttering restlessly with these — 

No more with its own mournful life oppressed, 

It lives in every leaf! — and all possessed 
With verdant fancies doth keen raptures seize ! 

Thou lovely Summer ! where is thy sweet throne ? 
Most on those leaves, or on these thoughts that glow 

With all thy splendours? — there most proudly 
shown ! — 
Summer ! thy birds — thy flowers — all they that blow 

In beauty now, that sense and soul must own. 
Live their far fairest life in that SouVs depths below ! 

Het Loo, 
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THE NIOHTINQALBS. 



The Nightingales are pouring into song ! 

The night is shuddering roimd them with her joy* 

Delight that surely cannot ebb nor cloy — 
And still the mighty songsters grow more strong ; 
The luscious music made by that sweet throng 

Shall leave a memory nothing can destroy — 

Without a dream of change — the least alloy 
In my deep heart, that now hath found a tongue !— 

It speaketh in their music feelingly! — 
And telleth to itself its dreamings all. 

In eloquence that passeth even a sigh ! — 
So blandly — ^beautifully musical ! 

Thus melting into song 'twould live— and die ! 
While on itself the deep clear echoes fall ! 

Het Loo. 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



88 



SONNET. 



There is a moment with enchantments fraught. 
When sudden Hope upspringeth in the Soul, 
Bom in a blaze of Sunshine, and the whole 

Of deep existence in her toils is caught ! 

Vainly may she be prayed for, vainly sought — 
She cometh when she listeth, and doth roll 
The clouds away, with a serene controul. 

From our Life's troubled Sky — by her made nought. 
She cometh when she listeth ! — and must part 

When so she mindeth ! — for the Soul in vain 
Would clasp her ever, and the clinging heart ! — 

She leaves them oft with pitiless disdain ! — 

Indifference ! better far than Hope tliou wert — 

Could we know nought, but thy dull, torpid reign ! 

Het Loo. 
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A THOUSAND murmurs in the moving trees — 

Each murmur some sweet melody ! — I hear ! 

And hang upon those soothing sounds so dear ; 
And drink the music, as I breathe the breeze ; 
Murmurs of living ecstacj are these, 

Which the soul drinks yet deeper than the ear; 

Each thought seems trembling as a trembling tear, 
O'ertroubled with these sounds that conquering 
please f 

Murmurs of sweetness! — live within my heart; 
Sing down the tempest-tone, the troublous din. 

That echoing thence doth make me shrink and 
start; 
There is a clamour and a coil within — 

Within the Heart's core oft, that where thou art — 
Oh ! love-bom Peace ! no more shall mastery win ! 
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INEZ TO MANUEL. 



Forget me, then ! — or if thou think'st of me, 
Think of me as the Dead ! — ^I could not bear 
That thou shouldst deem of me — ^but grant this 
prayer — 

As living — ^yet unloved — unloved of thee ! — 

Deem of me as the Dead ! — or never be 

One thought of me within thy mind, for there 
I fain would find my Heaven on Earth I — not share 

The mortal coldness of inconstancy !— 
If there I am in chillier atmosphere 

To dwell — ^let, let it be but as the Dead ! — 

Mine ever loved and my once loving ! — Hear ! — 

A pall around my heavy memory spread, 

Or let no memory there reign strong and clear. 

Alas ! my Life in truth with Love hath fled ! 
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There is a Music in my mind to-night — 
A visitation of sweet thoughts — and rare !— 
I know not whence, but feel them springing there, 
Aery and delicate, as Wind or Light- 
That music in my mind of magic might — 
This light cast down, on every thought, so fair — 
This stirring sweetness, like to moving air. — 
Can this be love ? — the immortal and the bright ! — 

'Tis surely love ! for nought beside can be 
So strange and yet so sweet, so soft yet strong. 

'Tis love, the crown of all, crowned mystery ! — 
My thoughts are gathering to a starry throng. 

And scattering forth their brightness far and free — 
Yet Love that Sun^ shines, dazzling, these among ! 
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A Morn of April ! — lovely in all ihingsy 

As in the Sun that o'er the horizon gleams ! — ^. 

A sweet mom, made for visions and for dreams ; 
Day, like a Bird of Paradise, his wings 
Outstretches, and o'er all his Beauty flings 

A changeful beauty, crowning woods and streams. 

Lo ! showers and sunshine, rainbows, plouds, and 
beams!— 
While from each change a world of witchery springs. 

Our hearts, thy restless destiny fulfil ! — 
Dear Month ! thou'rt like to our own Human Heart — 

And all that there awakeneth — altering still ! — 
Yet, oh ! — ^not half so variable thou art ! 

It hath the keener sense, — the livelier skill, 
And through thy changes in One Hour can dart / 
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Yes ! Morning comes, in roseate splendour seen, 

The flowers like many-jewelled trophies show ! 

And into lovelier Beauty blush and blow, 
Of diamond-emerald seems this dewed turf green ; 
Music is heard through all the air serene ! — 

Like one continuing stream, how doth it flow — 

Emparadising sense and spirit so ! — 
On Nature's heart now let her children lean. 

Glad Morning ! — gracious Nature ! — 'tis in vain 
My soul is held and fettered ! — ^'tis not free, 

For I am Victim of Love's costly pain ! 
Still through his light alone mine eyes can see 

Another Sun must rise, or this must wane :-— 
Rise on the Sun, then^ Love ! — and rise for me ! 
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The Conqueror's haughty march is one of might. 
Yet the quick heart of Human Nature bleeds 
To think of all that followeth his high deeds ! — 

The desolation and the desperate blight 

He brings o'er Human Happiness, whose light 
Fades, all extinguished where he threatening leads 
The embattailled Hosts to gain great Glory's 
meeds! 

And all of peaceful soon is put to flight. 
The Sage's march is quiet — ^but sublime — 

Nature unveils her Wonders to his eyes, 
And still for him unlocks the hand of Time 

His many treasures, and from yonder skies 
The stars seem shooting through the ethereal clime, 

To rise upon his soul's Eternities ! 
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Where is my Soul's own happiness ?- — ah ! where 

The breath of my existence and its light ? 

Heavy and cold the dull oppressive blight 
That weighs, sad absence ! — on thy poisoned air, 
And chills me with the terror of its care ; 

Let me but know once more the dear delight 

Of thy glad presence, full of gracious might; 
Let me but hear thy voice, for my Despair 

Must vanish at thine aspect's blessed view. 
And turn to Triumph at thy dazzling smile ! 

Let me then look on thee, for ever true 
My heart and soul are vowed to thine, e'en while 

My changing aspect takes Death's pallid hue. 
Since no dear hopes delight, — ^nor dreams beguile ! 
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The thunder-shower hath past, and left behind 

A Sea of Lustre on the leaves and boughs ; 

The summer morning shakes from her young 
brows 
Its trembling crown ; round these, bright wreaths to 

wind, 
All Earth and Air are murmuring to the mind 

Confessions of their joy, which seems to rouse 

Their deepest energies— each breath avows 
Some glad emotion of mysterious kind ! 

Say ! yields that mind no answer ? cold and dead, 
Doth that remain upclosed in barren gloom ? — 

A Sea of Lustre o'er its thoughts is shed, 
Which, when it flingeth off, it shall assume 

A lovelier beauty — o'er its stillness spread. 
And sweetly triumph — in a livelier bloom ! 
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Sweet Birds ! sing joyously on every spray ; 

Teach, teach me your light spirits and clea 

dreams; 
For all my Life flows on in troubled streams — 
Darkened — disheartened — ever, day by day ! 
Sweet Birds ! take charge of each dull thought, I 
pray; 
Lend them your voice and wings ! — so hints and 

gleams 
Of joy, like sudden-bursting lightning^s beams, 
May break upon their black and blank array ! 

Sing to my Soul ! tune all my thoughts, that long 
Have jarred most inharmoniously within ; 

Teach me pure wisdom, in your punctual song 
Heard flowing still, thro' all Earth's strife and din; 

Teach me your Souls of Music ! joyous throng! — 
Andfrom these worldly ways of trouble win. 
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THB VIOHTINOALES AT HBT LOO. 

Night-blowing flowers of music fill tbe air 
With throbbing ecstacy of tenderness ! — 
The nightingales their passionate souls address 

To some deep unknown Power, with homage rare. 

When morning comes, and smiling seems to bear 
The golden Urn of Light, our Earth to bless, 
Shall not her steps awake with soft caress 

Those heavenly sounds again, uptreasured there ? 
The nightingales all the air do surely sow 

With spirits of all music and all love ! 
And breathe a Soul of Harmony below ! — 

So do they wed this world to worlds above !— 
The very ground instinct doth seem to grow 

With melody — with such the glad spheres move ! 
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The Mom doth build all the air into one throne^ 

Ruddy and golden — glorious and divine ! — 

A throne of triumph and a splendid shrine. 
As though of diamond and of fire it shone ! 
The Mom now comes with all her charms full-blown, 

Her pomps and powers, that proudly matchless, 
shine, 

A Dream of Roses ! — Vision pure and fine, 
And all her bright enchantments are our own ! — 

Morning! — the Vestal Mother of the Sun 
Seem'st thou to be, since from thy bosom born, 

(Thou that first glimpsest — like a white-stoled 
nun ! — ) 
He springeth forth — Oh ! thou triumphal Mom !-^ 

His race of glory and of joy to run ; 
Thus seems thy Sire — thy Child — of strength un- 
shorn ! 
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Deliver me from mine own Dreams ! — ^but sare 

From mine own Thoughts ; for these, too busy still. 

Fill up the mightiest measure of mine ill, 
And form the darkest doom that I must brave ! 
Deliverance, then, from these I deeply crave ; 

But patience this must need, and power and skill ; 

For the Great Heart is cunning, and its will 
Right tyrannous ! — say ! who stoops not as its slave ? 

The Heart is as a Giant in its might. 
And doth in mastery of its greatness tower, 

And riseth in its strength, to blast and blight ! 
Heart ! thou'rt a host of Giants in thine hour !— - 

The Passions are thy Warriors ! — and these fight 
As though their arms were storms — ^the Thunder's 
conquering dower ! 
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This Evening air is bland, melodious, sweet, 
A breath of nightingales and roses all ! — 
Mingling in music and in odour! — fall 

Day's kingly draperies faded at our feet ! 

Yet Day hath died in glory, as 'tis meet — 
His obsequies are ecstacies ! — and thrall 
The Soul in raptures — amorous-musical! — 

Glorious his reign, and royal his retreat ! — 
Sweet hour ! so tranquil in thy calm serene. 

Make it all Evening in my Soul ! — where flows 
The tide of torrent-thought — ^to jar the scene! 

There bring thy Clouds, thy Shadows, thy Repose, » 
Thy heavenly Harmonies — ^from whence we glean 

Music's tru£ Soulj — the Love that soothes all woes ! 

Het Loo. 
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Away ! away ! — thou one distracting thought 

Must I be mastered by thee ? — ^must it be 

That all my Soul shall stoop and yield to thee i 
I spurn thee back ! — thy lore shall be untaught ! 
With many tyrannies thou still seemest fraught. 

And I must bend to each and all ! — ^yet free 
From this despotic, dangerous phantasy, 

Will I be made ! — no more thus sold and bought ! 

I find no rock of rest— no tower of trust ! — 
I faulter, fainting, dubious and afraid. 

My Soul is ashes, and my Heart is — dust ! — 
Such fools may we by treacherous thoughts be made. 

Whose specious flatteries will betray and must — 
Up ! — for the sun shines through them !— -let them 
fade! 

Het Loo. 
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A PEW last notes of birds ! — ^a few last rays ! — 
A few last tints along Heaven's fading blue, 
And silence and deep shadow shdl ensue ! - 

So finish still our busy, mortal days ! 

A few last looks on Life's bewildering ways, 
A few last sighs and groans, — ^'tis all past through 
This trial-time of clay — then Nature's dew — 

A few last tears falls o'er us ! dust decays ; 
And 'tis for this we brave unspoken woe, 

And chew the cud of murderous agony !' — 
For this is all that we can hope below ; 

All that hath ever been or e'er shall be : — 
Cold tide of Life ! haste, haste along, and flow 

Unto thy colder term, the Grave's engulphing Sea ! 
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Nightingales! — Spirits of the dreamy Air, 
My Soul is lost in your delicious maze, 
(Wherein it raptured and astonished strays,) 

That Maze of music, deep and rich and rare ! — 

A labyrinth of Luxuriancies winds there ! — 
For ever there a changeful mystery plays, 
Leading the uncertain thoughts ten thousand ways, 

Entangled in those meshes fine and fair !— 
Meshes of Melody ! — so strong, yet still 

So exquisite ! — so fairy-like that seem ! 

And we are bound in Soul and Sense and Will I 

Life grows a Vision, and the World a Dream, 
And thought all love! — Sweet Choristers! your 
skill 

Doth pass all science far— doth with all triumphs 
teem ! 
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The Night ! the mighty mourner ! — how she comes 

Veiled in a World of Shadows gloomily ! 

Boning her head of sorrows from the Sky, 
And planting her dim footsteps on the tombs ! — 
The Mourner — the awfiil Mourner ! — the cold Homes 

Of Generations, where these slumbering lie, 

Thrill to her presence, and the pale Dead die 
Once more beneath her frown that blights and 
dooms ! 

The Dead once more die in Night's Funeral hours; 
For Day to them a dubious Life doth lend ! 

They seem to breathe again with leaves and flowers: 
Death's Sister — Night ! — comes on ! onca more must 
end 

Their semblance of existence ! — She o'erpowers 
Both Life and Death, and doth in darkness blend. 
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My soul, when its sweet thought of thee doth wane. 

Grows all one Midnight, heavy and overcast ! 

When its bright Dream of thee is changed — ^is 
past, 
Gloom, boundless gIoom,dofho*er itfrowningreign ! — 
Sets as a Sun that thought ; — ^that Dream !— I fain 

Would set with it ! — my Soul doth fade at last. 

Like to a cloud i* the West, when — ^Day ! — ^thou 
hast 
Lost thy great Lord, and ta'en the Shadowy Stain ! 

ThatThought of thee— thatThought of thee!— alone 
Can Sun my Soul, then^ radiant as the Sky, 

When n<ion hath made it all one burning Throne ! 
But when that fadeth all its glories fly ! 

No more it shineth forth as then it shone. 
Fleets fast each fervid gleam, fails each fair dye ! 
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Upon the moiintain's peaked ciests on high, 
Fair shine the Snow-wreaths, and the Stars of 

Night, 
All pure and all imperishably bright — 
Worthy to dwell so near the onspotted sky ! — 
And Earth with all her gloom's dark mysteiy 
Hath one thing stainless, as those Heavens of 

Light — 
Whose Worlds of Splendour thus enchant our 
sight. 
And draw above the Earth-o'er-wearied eye ! — 
The Snow upon the Mountains ! — ^far away 
From all she hath of evil and of low ; 

So must our souls into the realms of day 
Soar proudly, where Heaven's breath doth sweetly 
blow, 
Would they exult in bright and clear array, 
As stainless as the Stars—and as the Snow! 
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Fair smileB the morning, and my thoughts awake 
To all her light and loveliness awhile. 
As they too learnt /rom her like her to smile ; 

But soon once more their own dull yoke they take — 

Her smiles of promise melt like snowy flake ; 
But for a moment can their light beguile. 
Remembrance must their specious charms despoil ; 

And this New Day is loathed for the Old Days's ake ! — 
How many tortures darkened those old Days — 

What conflicts ! — what afllictions ! — what despairs ! — 
And dare I trust these bright reviving rays ? — 

Do these not herald fresh and endless cares ? — 
In all things save in Hope, — which slow decays— 

The Days are still their Predecessors* Heirs ! 
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Nature is now my Soul ! — no more, no more, 
Is't me or mine ! — ^but her alone and hers !— 
With her majestic life it moves and stirs. 

With her great pulses thrills my heart's deep core; 

My soul swells in her Mountains from the Earth's 
floor, 
Sweeps in her waves ! — Each prayer that it prefers 
Soars on her sounding winds — nor wandering errs 

Nature to love,— her King is to adore ! . 
And Thee to worship still is to become, 

In all thy World of Worlds a Life and Soul— 
Where bum thy stars our high thoughts have a 
home — 

Where bum thy Stars — ^thy suns of glory roll ! — 
Our Spirits spurn this dust of mortal Doom, 

When Thine they trace, through Nature's wondrous 
whole ! 
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IKEZ TO MANUEL. 



What shall I say? — ^not that I love thee ! no ! 

For that were vainest of all sayings now ! — 

In that cold glassiness of eye and brow 
I trace the cruel trath, that works my woe ! — 
It cuts into my soul, sharp, sharp and slow ! — 

To Destiny the haughtiest Soul must bow : 

'Tis mine to love thee — ^and I deign avow 
To bear thy bitter scorn — ^nor love forego ! 

Still, still I love thee ! — ^making all my Soul 
A temple, consecrated utterly 

To one most tyrannous thought that fills the 
whole ! — 
My madness and my martyrdom shall be 

Its fruits and foUowings, — till my lone days roll 
Down to the Darkness, — Sun by Sun — and flee ! 
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Waves ! that like Alps uprear your crests of pride, 

Ye watery moontains in the stormy hour ! — 

With snow of feathery foam, a dazzling dower 
On your brave heads, and glistening down your side ! 
Ye peal forth your awn thunders, deep and wide ! 

Their booming crash swells on in deafening 
power ! — 

A glorious sound, whose echoes soar and tower 
To Thunder's own Sky-realm .'—there long abide ! 

Waves ! heave your haught-curled, daring crests 
on high, 
Catch all the light and cleave the troubled air ; 

Proud as the Hills that prop the leaning sky ! — 
The War-Horse of the Waters paweth there, 

And from his mane shakes full-plumed Victory — 
The Thunder-Bark that glorieth proud and fair ! 
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She sleeps ! — o'er her late bright and beaming face. 
So lovely with glad Youth's enchanted bloom. 
Slow spreads the pallid Twilight of the Tomlj ! 

Whose midnight soon shall mantle every grace ! 

Pale lilies blow in the orient roses' place, 

And Autumn's chilling and o'erwhelming gloom. 
Deposes Spring's young- pride, and doth assume 

Her beauty's tender empire now apace ! 

She sleeps, and dreams not ; sleeps — and shall not 
wake, 

Though Love's voice call her, with its tenderest tone ; 
And though Love's voice her slumber's spell could 
break, 

'Twere better far, beneath the funeral stone 

She so should sleep — for hearts that beat must ache. 

And rest can come but when the race is done ! 
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The Vessel bounds along the tossing Sea ! 

Hail! bannered bulwarks of my country ! Hail! — 

O'er your own kingly field of ocean sail, 
The proud Palladium9 of her triumph be ! 
Be Blessings on our England's Barks — the free, 

The dread — ^the mighty — ^Victory's thunderous tale 

Hath each to tell, while listeneth Wave and Gale 
To their glad story, all unwearyingly ! — 

Be Blessings on the Barks ! — ^for still they bear 
Blessings with them where'er in might they go : 

Knowledge and Truth and Freedom bright and 
fair !— 
Yes ! Man shall hail and bless them here below 

And Heaven shall hallow and protect and spare, 
If like winged Angels they, its wailed treasures show. 
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THE BABKS OF ENGLAND. 



Proud Barks of England ! — Glories of the Sea ! — 
Ye that in your magnificence of might 
The Thunder-chargers with broad manes of white — 

And Battle-chariots of the old Ocean be ! — 

Barks — Barks of England ! — walk the waters free ; 
March on — ^march on — ye warrior things, aright. 
Forward ye march unknowing all of flight, — 

While the great Ocean shakes with your brave ^ee ! 
The billows are your trumpets, and they peal 

Your praise with booming tones, and loud, and 
strong ! — 
Shining like mirror-shields of burnished steel ! — 

These guard your glorioussidesfrom envious wrong! — 
These steep them still in strength ! — so ye reveal 

To all your power and pride — ^firee sped along ! 
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THE TRBMBLING STAB. 



Comb from the skies, thou Star ! that tremblest so ; — 

And I will wear thy beauty on my heart ! 

For so thou seem^st to throb through every part 
Even as that throbbeth ! — ^thus too thou dost glow ! — 
Change, change thy light, into deep love, and know 

What keener tremblings through the frame can 
dart!— 

Would that my heart could change with mystic art 
Its deep love into light ! — ^and calmer grow !— 

Yet who shall teU me that thou dost not melt 
With fervid sympathies, — emotions deep ? — 

All tribulations through all nature felt. 
May from one source arise-— and clouds may weep 

And worlds may thrill, because to each is dealt 
The boundless power to love ! — ^ihat ne'er may sleep ! 
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The Stars come forth innumerably bright. 
As though the glory of all Heaven o'erflowed 
And streamed down, through the Firmaments and 
glowed 

With ecstacy of all overpowering light ! 

A thousand Heavens seem opening on the sight !^ 
The Skies lie crushed beneath their splendent load, 
These dazzling Mysteries, in their own abode 

Of power and pride, scarce there seem placed aright ; 
They bum as though the glory deep and high 

Of the Everlasting Throne overflowed, and poured 
From its own height of heights o'erwhelmingly ? 

As scattered was the great Regalia-hoard 

Of Him — the King of kings ! — that flaming sky 

So lit — so blazed, gleams like the Eternal's un- 
sheathed sword ! 
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IK£Z TO MANUEL. 



I LOVE thee, and such love as mine is, makes 
A new creation wheresoe'er it moves ! — 
I love ! — and the high Sun, the starred Vault 
loves ! 
And the green Earth, that Hope's sweet aspect takes, 
I love ! — and if my heart with passion aches, 

Each element a sad emotion proves ; 

A world of sighs goes lengthening thro' the groves — 
A grief-bom murmur in the chilled air wakes ; 

All Nature loves with W2y love!— and loves thee ! 
All love thee, as I love thee !— Such the power. 

The magic, mystic power of passion ; see ! 
Whate'er I meet, or find, thro' life's long hour. 

Responds my feeling with strange sympathy, 
For love hath verily a glorious dower ! 
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Yes ! there is beauty wheresoever we look, — 
Music, where'er we listen evermore !-— 
But oft walled round, the heart's unconscious core^ 

Findeth great Nature but a close-sealed book; 

Beauty still knocketh at our sense, each nook 
Teems with her triumphs !— all Earth's varied floor 
Is paven with her pomps — and Sea and Shore 

With music thrill, as though with joy they shook ! — 
Look ! and let loveliness delight and charm ! 

Listen — ^let link6d harmony subdue ! 
Around us pleasures throng, and raptures swarm, 

But we deny ourselves, and still pursue 
AU paths but that with Nature's sunshine warm. 

To the bright goal of good sublimely true I 
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INBZ TO MANUEL. 



Comb to me once again— but one la^t look 
To live upon for long and lingering years, 
For I am heavy with the grief of fears ! — 

Which ill my heart can bear — ^but ill can brook, 

Since Love all, all, my strength of spirit shook, 
When first he conquered me, and gave me tears 
For smiles, and pangs for hopes, he ever rears 

A fearful sceptre ; and his presence took 
All firmness and all freedom firom my soul ; 

But one last look — then every hope is lost ! — 
And the cold quiet of despair shall roU 

Like clouds o'er all my thoughts, a troubled host, 
Now pendulums 'twixt Love and Death ! — controul 

Is hopeless here, and vain, disdain's fond boast ! 
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IN£Z TO MANUEL. 



1 SCARCELY know if I be sad or gay ; 

There rests in dubious gloom upon my brain 

A something like the shadow of old pain ! — 
Pain past, but unforgotten night or day — 
Ever its presence haunts me in some way ! — 

And yet 'tis surely Hope, and her glad train 

That smileth at my soul, — and not in vain ! 
If I be gay or sad I scarce can say ! — 

Of this I doubt — ^but one thing is most clear, 
Most sure am I of one thing evermore ! — 

Love is my bosom's lord — in hope or fear, 
In joy or grief, — day, — ^night, — on sea or shore, 

And still his mighty influence grows moi*e dear, 
As new emotions start, to serve him as before ! 
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ON LEAVING ENGLAND. 



Bright Sun of morning ! shine on earth and sea ! — 
In all the glowing mystery of thy might, 
*Tis England waning in thy world of light ! — 

Let Her go down in Thy great rising free ! — 

Let Her thys fade away triumphantly — 
From her adoring children's aching sight ! — 
In splendours of new promise ever bright. 

My Country ! — still a glorious object be ! — 
Still be a glorious object to the last, 

Long as thou'rt seen — in triumph be beheld ! — 
Our eyes on thee unwearyingly we cast ! 

Shine on ! — shine on ! — in majesty unquelled, 
Shine in the Present, Future, and the Past, — 

Smile — shine ! — these parting tears by proud thoughts 
be dispelled ! 
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Tremble, dear Pulses of another's Heart 
To every word I write ! — for every word 
Is meant to play on some beloved chord. 

And wake a Music, hallowed and apart ! 

Thy Heart is as the Harp, on which with art 
And tenderest skill I fain would play, adored ! — 
And thence wake echoes — a long-buried hoard 

Of harmonies — to heal each bosom-smart ! — 
Then what a Music will I make of Thee ! — 

A thousand Musics ! — rich, and deep, and rare ! — 
All thy bright thoughts shall turn to melody ! — 

Beneath the touches of my tuneful care ! 
Thou shalt a strain of perfect sweetness be — 

And teach that sweetness to all Earth and Air ! 

■# 
Het Loo. 
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An hundred winds seem with these leaves to play, 
Like ever-fluttering Angels of the air, 
Invisible but felt — soft hovering there, 

In gentle siege, and sportive dalliance gay — 

Then hurrying seem to pass upon their way, 
Followed by others ever; — Thought and Care 
These blow away— or on their light wings bear. 

Yet Care and Thought enough behind them stay !- 
Ah I these — these too spring up incessantly ! — 

ThU flies, but that awakes — one fades and fleets, 
Another still ariseth — ^many a sigh 

The dark new-comer then full sadly greets ! 
Ah ! — Life still as it fleeteth, flowing by — 

One self-same story, evermore repeats ! 

Het Loo, 
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IKEZ TO MANUEL. 



There is a Peace of Heart that cannot be 

Companioned by deep Love's impassioned zeal ; 

Then farewell Peace, it cannot dwell, I feel 
With aught of thine, dark dangerous power ! or 

thee! 
And well I know my life's whole history. 

However stem Fate with me hereafter deal. 

Is written in one word ! — sealed with one seal^ 
Linked with one link, and locked by one bright key ! — 

And that is Love ! — ^then fiairewell Peace, farewell — 
Henceforth Suspense and Sorrow shall be made 

My bosom inmates — Care and Fear must dwell 
Where once that sway is owned and is obeyed ; 

Fatal that sway, that mortal influence fell — 
Yet who but loves 9uch yoke upon him laid ? 

Het Loo. 
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INBZ TO MANUBL. 



There is a Joy in all Love's sorrow still — 

In its devotedness and fine distress — 

In all its agony a happiness ! — 
One chord at least must with deep rapture thrill ! 
One thought must every thought with transport fill — 

'^ I love — and live to ask sweet Heaven to bless 

The one beloved !" — No selfish dream can press 
Between those bright emotions, nought of ill ! — 

Come dubious Joy ! — come saddened Sweetness i — 
now 
Come cloudy Brightness!— wavering Comfort! — 
come, 

For I beneath Love's heaviest sorrows bow — 
And bear the sufferings of his bitterest doom:— 

Too faintly gleams along my shadowed brow 
That hope which still should light, his footsteps to the 
tomb ! 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



126 



SONNET. 



Why ! what is Music to my soul ? — thy name ! — 
And what is Beauty ? — every thought of thee ! — 
And what is Joy ? — thy radiant memory ! — 

And what is Light? — ^thy pure and spotless fame ! — 

Yet Light to this is dull, and drear, and tame, — 
And Joy, to dreams so blessed must lifeless be ! — 
And Beauty near those thoughts* rich sovereignty — 

A shamed thing — ^and Music's self the same ! — 
Ah ! Music's sweetest voice were -harsh and rude 

Near that dear name, a melody supreme ! — 

By my o'er-raptured sense full keenly wooed ! — 

Thou art to me an Everlasting Dream — 
Too perfect to be real — ^in mystic mood — 

Thy visioned form to hail and bless I seem. 
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ON SEEING AN ENGLISH VESSEL. 

Mt England's Barks like kingly chariots go, 
The Sea, — her Sea ! — their own triumphal road ! — 
Scattering a thousand marvels far abroad, 

Her thunders and her glorious counsels, lo ! 

My England's Barks, that best her greatness show, 
Bearing her terrors as a lightsome load !— 
Are as her thousand winged thrones! — Oft flowed 

Beneath them seas of blood, like the Ocean's flow ! 
Oft round them Victory's dazzling glory shone, — 

While strong they stood, like Pyramids of power ! 
Like Monuments upreared for Battles won ! — 

None nobler could adorn glad Triumph's hour ! — 
My England's Barks, the rising, setting Sun, 

Hails still in every clime, — where'er Tides roll, they 
tower ! 
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THOUGHTS AT SEA. 



Farewell, my England ! but not yet farewell. 
While still I roam upon the dark blue Sea ! — 
For that shall still be Thine, and still seem Thee !-^ 

Near thy great heart still there we seem to dwell ! — 

The tossing Waves of England's greatness tell, 

And trumpet forth her blue-throned Sovereignty ! — 
The Winds and Waves ! — enrolled, — ^yet nobly free 

In her high Service, — ^with their sweep and swell ! 
England! fair England! — glorious land, un- 
bowed ! — 

By Sea— by Land thou ever glorious art : 
Thou warrior-Lady of the Lion proud ! 

Doth the Sea chime thy praise through every part, 
With all his booming, billowy thunders loud ? — 

Thine oum Ghreat Voice seems from the depths to 
start! 
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Listen awfaile ! — ^but lend me thy loved ear, 

And I will teach my soul of souls to thine! 

The coils of thought will curiously untwine. 
And strive to show how deeply thou art dear !— 
But first must I full many a mist of Fear 

And cloud of grief, that dull this doom of mine, 

Essay to chase away, ere yet can shine 
The Star of perfect Love, full, strong, and clear ! 

Then, then behold it all one blaze of Light— 
Itself a glowing Firmament of Fire, 

All unextinguishably clear and bright — 
Though oft thus girt by clouds — deep, dark, and dire. 

That do disturb its splendour! — check its might ! — 
Listen! — and smile— and bid, these heavy glooms re- 
tire! 
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The fires of Soul bum languid now and low, 

Though once they glowed so proudly strong and 
clear — 

No more of heavenly brightness they appear. 
But faintly fluttering, waver to and fro ! 
My Heart is won and tutored to its woe — 

As though afflictions could at last grow dear ! 

It hath been tamed by long suspense and fear. 
To court the burthen, and to meet the blow ! 

The Imperial-thoughted Spirit so can stoop 
Down from the Stars — and couch her in the dust — 

Comply with sorrow, and consent to droop ! — 
Forget, forsake her destiny august, 

And call Despair the hlight of Earth-born Hope! — 
She that should plant aft^we— her deathless trust! 
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Awake, my winged and fervent Thougfats awake ! 

Be launched upon the wide sky-spreading plain ! 

I tremble lest ye take an earthly stain,— 
Lest Earth should weave a chain ye might not break! 
Awake, and rise, for your high freedom's sake ! 

For many are the Slaves that wear her chain ! 

Which falls, like snowy flake by flake amain. 
Link after link around them — a coiled Snake ! 
But ye ! — ^my Thoughts! — ye still shall soar on high* 

In exercise of brave unfettered mood — 
From Earth's embrace escaping to the Sky, 

Tis thus alone the foe may be withstood. 
Thoughts ! — ^Make each burning Heaven-world your 
ally!— 

Bright Havens !*-blessed Homes! once sought and 
wooed ! 
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INEZ TO MANUEL. 



I THINK of thee ! — and all my Soul is made 

The subject of that one most Sovereign Thought : 
That Thought is me ! — ^thus thou art me ! — sole 
sought 
And only chosen one ! — the adored ! — ^the obeyed ! — 
That Thought, methinks, when Life must flower-like 
fade, 
Shall first rise up to heaven ! — sublimely fraught 
With Immortality, not then first taught,— 
Even here its own ! — unchanging — ^undecayed ! — 
That Thought shall soar up as my Soul ! — and 
shine 
A Star, my Being's boundless worlds to light 

Up to the Heights o' the Highest! — ^the Divine 

Thought! — ^my chief Thought !—thou'rt riow an 

Angel bright. 

And shalt be ever ! Canst thou then be mine ?— 

Proud — ^proud am I of thee, and of thy mystic might! 
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INEZ TO MANUEL. 



Why have I breathed of Love ? — ^because to breathe 
And love with me, are now bat one same thing ; 
And at thy feet must I the avowal fling, 

That with his chains my boundless Thoughts I 
vnreathe ! 

These all are Captives, one great sway beneath ; 
Wherefore to light and life then seek to bring ? — 
Swords that must smite myself — pierce, wound, 
and wring 

Ah ! — ^why should I thus recklessly unsheathe ? — 
Love ! answer — for / answer not ! — ^thy might 

Doth make us what we may not dream, nor know- 
Strangers do we become in our own sight — 

And mysteries to ourselves obscurely grow; 
Thy cloud lowers dark as subterraneous Night, 

O'er all our Being then ! — ^Love ! — answer ! — isH not 
so ? 
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MANUEL TO IITBZ. 



Love dawns^ along thy cloudless forehead fair ! 

And while he doth in shroudless splendour rise. 

Lights a whole Heaven of Suns in thy sweeteyes ! — 
That gleam beneath gold shadowings of thy hair — 
As though the fountains of all Light were there ! 

Never such radiance streamed from yonder skies 

When morning in her loveliest — ^fairest guise — 
Turned to one ambered flood the enchanted air — 

Thy presence is the Paradise of Thought ! — 
My dreams grow beautiful when thou art nigh — 

As though thy blessed beauty these were taught. 
And all my consciousness made ecstacy — 

What treasures powerful Love to both hath 
brought! 
What rich endowments that no wealth could buy ! 
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Morning, thou comest to free the world from 
chains! 

This shalt thou do ! — full brightly, gladly do ! — 

Old Midnight's reign is sweetly broken through, 
And start to life and light the Hills and Plains !— 
No memory of Night's shadowy sway remains — 

This lovely change thou may'st effect, 'tis true. 

But not the Spirit free from trammels too, 
A chain too firm — too fatal — that restrains ! — 

Oh ! Morning, couldst thou smile thy sunny way 
Into the Soul — ^through all its glooms and clouds, 

Twere well with us!— but Midnight's murkiest 
sway 
There dwelleth oft, when the opening Day unshrouds 

The brow of Earth and Heaven with piercing ray — 
While our palled Thoughts fleet by in dim-veiled 
crowds ! 

Het Loo. 
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THE BRIDGE OF CARAVANS AT SMYRNA. 

At Smyrna, by the Bridge of Caravans, 
We for awhile right willingly delayed — 
There loitering long — beneath the pleasant shade. — 

Gladly the eye the verdurous landscape scans, 

After long course by sea — that fair Bridge spans 
The murmuring waters, brightly there displayed. 
In azure light beneath; these rippling strayed. 

Ruffled fuD gently by the air's breezy fans ! 
Camels were grazing near — and turbanned men 

Sate in the shade — all minded us of scenes 
Where many a City proud to wild beasts* den 

Sinks, changed, and many a Ruin earthwards leans. 
While Deserts frown where smiled bright land- 
scapes, when 

Empires were great, which now seem widowed, 
dowerless Queens f 
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Thoughts! — ^Thoughts! — I charge ye, mount the 
empyreal height — 
Mount heavenwards! — should your joumeyings, 

proud, be chained ? 
Should your dread flights be checked — youi 
powers constrained ? — 
Hearenwards ! — Mount heavenwards ! — ^launched in 

streams of light — 
Scorn labyrinthine lengthenings through the Earth's 
night — 
Be hngering languishments by ye disdained! — 
Enough hath this world wronged ye — charmed 
yet pained i — 
Now spurn such thraldom with victorious mights- 
Thoughts — ^pierce the orbed suns of splendour, 
through and through; 
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Bring proud mysterious strengthenings — strange and 
dread, 
From the unveiled source of all the great and true. 
Thoughts! — thoughts, — spring, shoot on high, where 
fresh worlds spread ; — 
Where light of light, overpowering, blinds the 
view — 
Hence ! — ^haste ! — amount — mount — ^bring strength, 
speed ! — Heaven's crown'd realms to tread ! 
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SONNET. 



TO THE QUEEN. 



How shall we speak enough in thy fair praise. 

Lady of all our Love ! — ^most matchless Queen ! 

Now our Laud's pride, that long its Hape hath 
been ? — 
Who shall enough laud yon bright sun's glad rays, 
Or vaunt sufficiently that charm which plays 

Around the sweet spring-heaven'sbroad arch serene, 

When all there is divine ? — Eye ne'er hath seen 
A lovelier Vision — startling with amaze !— 

Such seem'st thou — Queen! clad brightly, that 
thou art 
In Beauty, Majesty, and Sovereign Grace, 

That make of thee a glorious thing, apart 
From all Earth hath of common ! — ^there we trace 

Fine loftiness of Soul — rare warmth of Heart — 
AU that is good and great, worthiest the highest 
place ! 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



140 



SONNET. 

TO THE QUEEN. 

Bannebs of victory canopy ttiy head ! — 

Trophies of thousand conquests line thy way ! — 

Won upon many an ancient battle-day ! — 
On laurels of great triumphs dost thou tread ; 
A light of glory round thy paths is shed, 

Young, fair Commandress! — ^girt with this great 
sway! 

To whom glad millions zealous homage pay. 
Ruled by thy smile — ^and by thy bright Star led ! 

Young, fair Commandress ! — ^pass on prospering. 
Thine be unclouded Fortune ! — ^full Success ! — 

Unto the winds all troubling Fears we fling — 
And forward in the march of Hope we press ! — 

For surely thou — our Guardian Saint ! shalt bring 
Unto our happy Land redoubled Happiness ! 
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SONNET. 



TO THE QUEEN. 



Young Sovereign Excellence ! — all eyes to thee 
Are turned, with deepest homage in their gaze. 
While every glance beams full of love and praise, 

As they would learn to look, unshrinkingly, 

On all that men with awe most breathless see, 
And unto bright Perfection fearless raise 
Their glances gladly, and adore that blaze 

Of majesty and grace and triumph free ! 
Virtue looks lovelier than Herself, even there — 

In thy sweet form, where all her graces smile. 
Yea ! — ^lovelier than her lovely self, and fair !— 

There— there she casts off her severer style; 
She doth thy charms, the young, the witching wear, 

And thou art clad with all, her mightiest arms the 
while ! 
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SONNET. 



TO THE QUEEN. 



Lightly as chaplets virginal of flowers — 

The Summer's wreath of roses ! — ^may the Crown 
Sit on that brow, so pure, so cloudless shown ; — 
And cloudless be it through all coming hours ! — 
Girt with August Authorities and Powers, 
Yet — princely Maid ! — what mildness seems thine 

own. 
What gentleness is round thy grandeur thrown — 
Softening, yet strengthening thy most sovereign 
dowers, — 
The Earth's thunder-bearing Conquerors scatter- 
ing fate, 
And shadowing all with their dread presence round — 

The Giant Kings of Mind, sublimely great — 
Whose names yet smite us with a thrill profound. 
Might ne'er, with all their sway of strength and 
state, 
Bind us in breathless awe, as thy young smile hath 
bound ! 
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SONNET. 



TO THE QUEEN. 



Be all bright blessings heaped, and richly stored 
For thee ! — fair Maiden-Majesty ! — ^who now, 
With every grace endowed that wins Love's vow, 

Rul'st our Imperial England ! — our adored ! — 

(On which with thee be endless blessings poured !) 
Lo ! — that most Queenly— yet Seraphic brow ! — 
The youthful and the beautiful art thou ! 

The Destinies, that o'er all empires lord. 
Were surely melted by thy smile serene, 

Melted and softened into tenderness ; 
Mild Ministers and dear Allies they lean. 

And do thy gentle bidding — we address 
Such prayers to Heaven for thee — ^beloved Queen ! — 

As for our Souls we breathe — when urging Heaven 
to bless I 
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SONNET. 

ON THE VIBW FROM SCUTARI, THE ASIATIC 
SUBURB OF CONSTANTINOPLE. 

The Islands seem soft-floating in the blue 

Clouds of the Earth and of the slumbering Sea f — 

The Olympus — snowy in sublimity ! — 
Wins with a thousand channs the longing view. 
And the up-piled hills which clouds of amber strew — 

His noble comrades — with his state agree ! 

Sunset hath lent the scene strange radiancy ; 
^Tis bathed in floating light of every hue ! 

Gaze round ! — ^for ever gaze ! — since evermore 
And everywhere some fresh enchantment, true. 

Breathes from the Sea — the City — or the Shore ! — 
And thrills the o'erraptured spirit through and 
through — 

Here, all things glorious join in matchless store — 
Art — Nature, — ^meet, to make Creation new ! 

Constantinople. 
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SONNET. 

WBITTBK IN THE STBAMER, ON LEAVING 
CONSTANTINOPLE. 

Borne on the billows of the Euxine's foam 
We share the gladness of the bark's career. 
And bless these bounding billows far and near, 

Because they bear us towards our sea-girt Home ! 

There is a rapture known to those who roam, 
A gentle joy, a priceless and a dear — 
Haste ! thou sweet hour when we shall see appear 

The cliffs of Fatherland — no dream of gloom 
Must dare to mar that Prospect of Delight ! — 

On which the Soul expatiates, and is still ! — 
Already dawns upon Her subtler sight 

Each scene that can her depths of feeling fill — 
Brighter the picture grows, and yet more bright 

Through Love's deep power and Hope's and Memory's 
skill! 
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SONNET. 



SCENERY NEAR RASGRAD. 



The hills cast shadows round for evening came, — 

Not dark — not sober suited — ^but how fair ! 

Floating *mid golden clouds, on that pure air, 
While deep in purple and in regal flame 
Set the great Sun as silent as a dream ; 

There was a beauty in the (Shadows there ! 

Oft near the cool, clear fountains, flowing where 
Our road past on, checked we our steeds, grown tame 

By heavy toil, and watered them, and stood 
To drink the freshness of the lovely breeze — 

Beneath some scattered children of the wood. 
That graced those gentle fountains^ sides, green trees 

Of beauty smiling — so, o'er many a rood 
We sped, intent the charms, of that fair scene to 
seize! 

Ba$grad. 
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SONNET. 

WRITTEN ON BESCBNDINO THB HILL TO BUT8HUK. 

The river in the evening's silvery hour 
Gleamed chrystal's fairest, and the illumined Town 
With its bright minarets all !— a tapering crown 

Looked like a place of pleasure as of power ! 

The stars around, their faiiy rays did shower, 
And Night between their spaces seemed to frown 
Into her deeper fulness ! — Riding down 

The steepy hill, we watched her loom and lower, 
Like a great Storm in Space^!— each wearied steed. 

Paced heavily along — ^across the plain : 
How had they proudly spumed, with foaming speed. 

The hour and distance, but now 'gan to wane 
Their strength— their courage, and they moved 
indeed 

With labouring steps, beneath the slackened rein. 

Rutshuk. 



H 2 
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SONNET. 

RECOLLBCTIONS OF A BULGARIAN YALLET. 

It was the place of many wild flowers fair. 

Star-like and rainbow-like, that tinged the ground. 

Making a magic sunshine all around, 
Delicious scents the wild thyme shed out there, 
Crushed by our horses* hoofs, until the air 

Was redolent of their breath, with fragrance 
crowned; 

Fair butterflies flew past, all sheathed and bound 
As 'twere in jewelled mail, for they did wear 

Rich hues, deep orange, or clear azure dye, 
And white and golden ; and they passed along 

Each like a Star of Air, and Earth, and Sky ! — 
To all belonging ! — revelling among 

Their flowery treasures bright, while, pleased, the 
eye 
Followed their flight, nor did their various beauty 
wrong. 

Steamer^ Pannoniay Danube, 
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SONNET. 



BANKS OF THE DANUBE. 



Here did the Cross and Crescent wars of old 
Convulse the unhappy land ! — this river fair, 
— (Now smiling to this smiling sky and air) — 

Comrade of battling armies, seemed to hold 

Its way in mood of harsh defiance bold, 
Picturing no scenes of fertile promise there, 
But all that did the look of terror wear : — 

Nor seldom mixed with gore his blue streams roDed!— 
Now 'tis all changed ! Civilization here. 

Plants with mild Peace her footsteps on the land, 
And lends the scene a pure and holy cheer; 

Faith o'er the prospect doth her wings expand ! 
Hope down the stream doth with the bold bark 
steer, 

And all good Powers might seem to lend a helping 
hand. 

Steamer y Danube. 
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SONNET. 



BANKS OF THE DANUBE. 



What noble Scenery ! how the River seems 
Worthy of these proud Banks that soar on high — 
How worthy in themselves of yon blue sky ! — 

The Heavens— the Heights — ^green-crowned — the 
Stream of streams — 

All make one perfect harmony that teems, — 
With mighty influences — such harmony 
As mind vdth mind, in dearest union, nigh 

To singleness of beiiig, makes ! — bright beams 
Of a rich Servian noon the great scene gild. 

And all is beauteous — all is glorious round. 

Lookon those rocks! — thus did the£g3rptians build. 

The old Mountain^Makers !— who oppressed the 
ground 
Beneath their structures !— -common mortals skilled 

To work like all the Titans — toil profound ! 
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SONNET. 



BANKS OF THE DANUBE. 



The fisher's hut, behold, where Danube flows, 
Built of light bark, and bending to the breeze, 
Overshadowed and hemmed in bj clustering trees, 

Clasped round, too, with the wild vine and wild rose, 

A bower well worthy of the sweet repose 
Of some gay Fairy of the waters ; these 
The blue and sunny waters, though like seas. 

And stormy seas, hard by they do disclose 
A scene of terror and tremendous might. 

Lashed as by some unsleeping though unseen 
Leviathan of Storm ! — here blazed with light, 

There darkening into eddies, that have been 
Boiling and vexed for ages, day and night 

Conflicting, — difierent far, from this their course 
serene. 
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SONNET. 



INBZ TO MANUEL. 



I PARTED from the place which soon I knew 

Would glory in thy presence : Oh ! the pain ! — 

The mighty torture-pangs for heart and brain ! 
The breath of my despair I sickening drew, 
And o'er my thoughts with studious care I threw 

The mantle of Forgetfulness — whose reign 

I courted to escape a deadlier chain ! 
Oh ! I forgot the old pains to find worse, new ! 

And leaving that dear spot which seemed to await 
Thy presence to grow Paradise ! to be 

To me seemed but to sufier ! — ^and my fate 
Blackened to ruins round me ; no more free 

To flow, my tears froze up my brain! — dark state ! 
Sure 'twas my very Soul, I left behind — not thee ! 



Oriova. 
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SONNET. 

TO VENICE^ ON HEARING OF THE EMPEROR's 
VISIT, 1838. 

Venice ! — Oh ! Venice ! how wilt thou receive 

Thy Lord Imperial ? — ^will those waves once more 

Which bore thy far-famed Bucentaur, of yore, 
Greet a crowned Bridegroom, and forbear to grieve- 
As with salt tears, for all that they must leave — 

That they have left, like sea-weeds on their 
shore ? — 

The palms of power — the bays, thy proud sons wore 
Of Victory ! — ^who would such a tale believe ? 

No ! let them press and crowd and multiply 
Triumph on Triumph, Pomp on Pomp, and Show 

On Show, to dazzle-charm the astonished eye ! — 
These can but gild and but array thy Woe ! 

And crown the front of thy great Misery, 
A Funeral-festival ! — as thy deep heart shall know ! 

Lazaretto^ Orsava. 
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SONNET. 



INEZ TO HANDEL. 



■\ 



Oh! I am weary of these thoughts! — ^ihat be 
One servitude and slavery of the Soul ! — 
DuD, — dull and dismal as Death's hollow knoU ! — 

Others have life and feeling — ^but for me 

No breath — ^no bliss— no being — save in thee !— 
I scarcely feel in mine own feelings— dole 
And sufiferance wound my gloomy spirif s whole ; 

Yet these, my thoughts, for joy— joy full and free. 
Mistake how madly ! — nil my thoughts are made 

Mine own armed enemies ; for still they wear 

Mine arch-foe's stamp and image, clear-dis- 
played! 

And press me sorely to my worst despair ! — 
Weary — oh ! — ^weary ! — ^in Oblivion's shade 
Let me lie down and die, as flowers that fall — 
fade— there! 

Orsova, 
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SONNET. 



INEZ TO MAHUSL. 



Dearer and dearer thou for ever art ! 

Surely my Soul grows with this growth of love ! 

More capable of feeling still 'twill prove. 
While fresh emotions bum within my heart. 
And ever act a brighter, deeper part 

Mine adoration still doth live and move !— - 

Oh ! 'tis no stagnant well ; the skies above 
Behold it ever spreading, quickening, start 

To mightier being ; not an hour but brings 
Some blest accession to its strength and truth. 

My Thoughts — ^a Pyramid of precious things I — 
Bloom like the flowers, though like the Stars in 
youth, 

Immortal fixed — ^my Soul its whole wealth flings. 
Beloved, at thy feet, a gift of price, in sooth. 

Lazaretto^ Orsava. 
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SONNET. 

INEZ TO MAN0EL, 

My Thoughts, like venomed snakes, lie curled and 
coiled 
About my brain, and act the hideous parts 
Of scorpion^ suicides ! — (while fiercely smarts 
That brain pierced through, of each dear dream de- 
spoiled) — 
With fire and flames encircled and entoiled — 
Alas ! in their own burning heads each darts 
A death-sting, and in mine own Heart of hearts ! 
Nor may their power be checked— r-their aim be 
foiled — 
My Soul thus grows the Hades, dark and deep. 
Of those stem fiends, that martyr it so much — 

That torture too themselves, nor pause, nor sleep ! 
Oh ! there is more than torture in their touch ! — 

Madness and Death ! — and neither strong to keep 
Their hold upon that mind, which sigheth even for 
such ! 

Constantinople. 
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SONNET. 

A SUNSET HOUR AT THERAFIA. 

By sweet Therapia waited for awhile 

Our fleet, fair caique, — 'twas the evening's hour — 

The red Sun sought his splendid western bower, 
Which no dark, angry clouds might dare defile. 
And gave the world one gorgeous, parting smile 

To live on— till once more he comes in power ! — 

The mountains to the sky, that soaring tower. 
Each gradually became a sable pile ; 

There spread a softness on the dreamy air, 
A stillness on the waters — such imparts. 

Even to the heart, o'erwom with heavy care, 
Dear peace ; aye, even to Griefs crushed Heart oi 
hearts. 

Who, who would not a smile of gladness wear 
On such sweet eve, whence Love's own Soul-light 
darts ? 

Constantinople. 
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I HAVE A THOUGHT FOR THEE. 

I HAYS a Thought for thee. 
Of all my thoughts the crown ; 

Through joy, through agony 
That deathless thought 1 own. 

I have a Prayer for thee, 

All Hours— aU Nights— all Days!— 
Whate'er my needs may be, 

For thine my spirit prays ! 

I have a Dream for thee ! — 
Mid all my heart's wild dreams ; — 

That glorious Phantasy 
Its true existence seems ! 

I have a Heart for thee ; 

A Heart that is as true 
As Thought — Dream — ^Prayer may be ! — 

Still filled with fervours new ! 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



159 



SONG. 

Oh ! come back to me, dear One ! that word, which 
was spoken, 

In anger, should ne'er be remembered again ! — 
Come back to a Heart that this absence hath broken, 

No punishment equals its self-portioned pain ! 

Come back to my Soul ! — since from thee^ thus to 
sever. 
Is to be from existence, all exiled — Undone ! — 
Come back to my Soul, then Beloved Onel for 
ever — 
And our hearts' overflowed waters shall stream 
into One ! 
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DREAMS OF MY SOUL. 

Dreams of my Soul! ye axe vanished and fled : 
Far have you fled ! — fast have faded — alas ! — 

The light that around, ye so radiantly shed. 
With you« and for ever, must perish or pass ! 

Dreams of my Heart ! is your loveliness lost? — 
Must I bask never more in the light of your beams ? 

Must I mourn o'er that loss, when I prize ye the most, 
Hopes of my Heart ! — ^happy Visions and Dreams ? 

Why did ye smile till the Sunshine became 

Even a part of my Soul, as all yours it appeared i 

Why made ye my path one of incense and flame. 
When the Grave of Despair was the dark goal it 
neared ! 

Bright Dreams ! ye looked beautiful, glorious, and fair; 
Not the Stars with more light seem'd through 
Heaven's arch to roll ! — 
Why, why are ye false as the frail meteors there ? — 
Love, — Peace, — and Happiness ! — Dreams of 
my Soul ! 

Fragile. 
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SONNET. 



TO MY LITTLE VICTORIA. 



My child — my little bird ! — mine own sweet child!— 
Oh ! thee, a happy, happy thing I style ! — 
Thy life is half a sleep and half a smile, 

A dream and a delight, and yet how wild. 

How rugged-rude, the world's rocks darkly piled — 
The desolate wilderness of life, the while— 
Around thee spread ! yet may these ne'er despoil 

Thy heart of Peace, — the mighty, though the mild ! 
Oh ! baseless wish ! Oh ! hopeless — ^hopeless 
prayer ! — 

The rather let me ask, in worthier way. 
That thou may'st aided be to cope with care — 

To face the front of darkness and dismay, — 
Not left alone to battle with Despair — 

ThU let me humbly ask, and meekly deeply pray ! 
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THE BOUNDING BILLOWS. 

Oh ! the bounding of the billows ! 

Where our bark in triumph rides! — 
Foam-wreaths long, like boughs of willows. 

Feathering down their frowning sides! 

Waves, the loud, the hollow-sounding, 
How they thrill the startled ear ! — 

In their haughty freedom bounding. 
With their trumpet-notes of fear ! 

'Gainst the vessePs sides deep-dashing. 
Shoots their foam, like flames of fire — 

Wreathing upwards — ^flickering — flashing — 
How it brightly doth aspire ! — 

Oh ! the rapture of the Ocean, 
Oh 1 the Freedom and the pride— 

'Tis the majesty of motion, — 
With the rest of peace allied ! 
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THE ETERNAL QUESTION. 

And where art thou ? — Oh ! where art thou ?- 

My heart's eternal question now — 

Since we in sooth divided are 

By many a stem and stubborn bar ! 

When may we. Oh when shaU we meet ? 
This doth my soul for aye repeat- 
Since absence is to me a death, 
Save that I draw pain's labouring breath ! 

Remember me, remember me, 

I have nought else to ask of thee ; 

To dwell within thy heart shall seem 

To live in some bright Heaven of Dream ! 
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THE STORMY SEA. 

Loud roared the waves, the night frowned dark. 
And tossed and plunged the unsteady bark ; 
For its foundations in the sea 
Were fixless e'en as vanity. 

And fear closed round me as a cloud, 
I sank beneath its influence bowed, 
Yet voices whispered in my soul, 
" He stills the waves who bids them roll ;'* 

Amidst the ice of northern seas, 
Or where blows sweet the sultry breeze. 
Or where Arabian perfumes breathe. 
On gales that kiss the world beneath. 

One Everlasting Hand doth guide 
The influences that rule the tide, 
And one Unsleeping Eye doth keep 
A watch benignant o'er the deep. 
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That one high thought enough must be 

To gird the soul with victory ; 

Fear is forgotten, left behind, 

By the upraised and soaring mind. 

Or bid the waves to rest or roll, 
Let but that strong thought arm my soul. 
And tJiat shall walk mid calms at least, 
Although the tempest hath not ceased ! 
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THE HEARTS TEARS. 

Fear not that I shall weep. 

Oh no, beloved one, no ! 
My thoughts contain and keep 

Their costly charge of woe ! 

A dull and death-like sleep 
Falls on my frozen years — 

No ! No ! they do not weep. 

Whose heart's-blood turns to tears! 



Vienna, 
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FAREWELL!— FORGIVE ME! 

What have I done to anger thee, mine own ? 
Wherefore that look averse^that clouding fro\i7i ? 
'Tis that I love thee far too much and well, 
And all too ill my deep-souled passion tell ; 
Therefore dost thou condemn me to this lot — 
Farewell — forgive me — and forget me not ! — 

Others who vow far more, and love far less, 
Thee better please — ^and more thy soul impress ; 
Silence, and Trembling, and adoring Thought — 
These are despised, and these are what I brought !- 
I leave thee, since I lose thee, bitterest lot — 
Farewell — forgive me— and forget me not ! 
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STANZAS, 

INEZ TO MANUBL. 

Farewell to thee, Faxewell ! 

Hear — ^hear — ^but Oh ! I pray. 
Reply not ! do not tell — 

My soul, it sooth doth say ! — 

I will believe my heart 
Is dreaming of despair — 

For can we, can we part, 

While Life and Love are there ? 

But if I heard thy voice 
Pronptoicing that dread word. 

Then death must be the choice 
Of that crushed heart — adored ! 

Farewell! then Oh! FareweD! — 
Hear ! but reply not; no ! — 

I would not have thee tell 
My heart its whole wild woe ! 
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I would not have thy tongue 
The hated doom proclaim ; 

Oft on its tones I hung 
In lovers delicious shame I 

Mine own voice shall alone 
Repeat that bitterest truth 

It is a dying tone, 
Breathed from a dying mouth ! 

Farewell ! — sad word deplored, 
'Tis painful, as to part ! 

A broken, broken word. 
Breathed from a broken heart 
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A FAREWELL TO MY COUNTRY. 
June, 1838. 

Once more adieu, — ^mine own fair Land 

Adieu — adieu to thee ! — 
Ere on these shores again I stand, 

FuU many a change may be ! 

For thee, for thee, full many a change, 

And for myself, perchance, 
Vicissitudes and shillings strange 

Of varying circumstance ! 

For thee, may dispensations come 

Of new conditions still. 
Not stable even is Empire's doom, 

It fluctuates to Heaven's will ! 

And mortal life. Oh ! evermore, 

Unstable that is found. 
Time alters even our own heart's core. 

To no fixed feelings bound ! 
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Within for evennore go on 
Mntation's mysteries strange. 

The while without beneath the sun, 
Life's deepest rule is — change ! 

Once more, mine own fair Land, farewell, 

Adieu, adieu to thee !— 
Where'er I rove — where'er I dwell, 

My sou] thy subject be ! 

Farewell to thee, Farewell to thee ! — 

Reluctant I depart ; 
And, Oh ! till I recross thy Sea, 

My hostage be my Heart ! 



i2 

Digitized by LjOOQLC 



172 



A SMILE. 

Thy smile! 'twas as ten thousand stars were bom 
At once, then snatched away 'twixt Gloom and Mom; 
Or as upon the bosom of deep nighty 
Sudden there hung an infant Day, too bright ! 

Thy smile ! — my Soul grows Sunshine in its ray ! 
Aye ! as when the Orb of Light hath burst away 
From April clouds, (till they even glowed and 

blushed !) 
My Thoughts all golden, grow— my Dreams all 

flushed !— 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



178 



A THOUSAND BARKS! 

A THOUSAND Barks ! — ^a thousand Barks ! — 

Our England launcheth free ! 
And o*er the great and glorious main 

Still claims the sovereignty ! 

Upon her flying thrones she sits, 

The Lady of the Isles !— 
While charioted in state she goes 

Earth — Sea around her smiles ! 

A thousand Barks ! — ten thousand Barks ! 

Our England launcheth free ; 
And o'er the glorious ocean reigns 

In warrior-royalty ! 

The wave is her triumphal way, 

Her banner yon broad sky ; 
And marshalled nations, shuddering, quail, 

Where she sweeps thundering by ! 
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She hath her aum dread thunders ! lo ! 

They rock the riving world ! 
When, in her mighty anger, these 

FuU terribly are hurled. 

She hoards her quivered lightnings too, 

That scorch the sea in wrath. 
When, quenchless in their missioned might. 

These take their threatening path ! 

A thousand Barks — ^ten thousand Barks — 
Great England launcheth still ; 

And on these Flying Thrones she sits. 
And tells the world— her will ! 

Her beacons o'er the billows shine. 

Her banners glad the breeze 
For her the Heaven's a crown of stars, 

A laurelled walk— the Seas ! — 

Ten thousand Barks — ten thousand Barks 
Launch — ^England ! — ^launch in pride. 

And for thy Bridegroom Ocean bring, 
Thy dower— a matchless Bride! 
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SONNET. 



To thee 1117 Soul— my deathless Soul, I give, 
Which takes the Eternity in giving— so 
For ever I must yield its wealth below— 

For ever /must give — ^and th&u receive!— 

Its hoards shall still be lavished while I live ; 
Its flowing currents must for ever flow — 
And unto thee alone shall gathering go. 

Take then that Soul — which failed 'gainst Fate to 
strive! 
The Eternity's too short to give it all ; 

Yet all is given at once !— ra mystery still ! — 
Still — still must I bestow without recall, 

Though all at once was given! — Thought, Power, 
and Will- 
Sense, Feeling own the rapture of this thrall — 

While the Soul's drainless depths the outpourings 
shall but fill! 
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THY NAME. 

Thy Name ! — ^that lovely name of thine ; 

It comes, all clouds to pierce and part. 
In lightnings o^er my thoughts to shine ; 

But, oh ! an earthquake to my Heart. 

'Tis written on my Soul of souls — 

In sunbeams and in rainbow-light; 
Yet o'er my Sense each accent rolls 

With withering power — ^with wildering might ! 

'Tis echoless — and answerless — 

My heart grows silent at its sound ; 
It fain would praise — it fain would bless, 

But swoons in passion too profound ! 

Thy Name ! — so stamped on heart and brain, 

How wondrously and well it seems ; 
The key-note of my Soul's chief strain. 

Her Thought of Thoughts — her Dream of Dreams ! 
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AND MUST WE BE STRANGERS? 

And must we be strangers in silence and gloom? 
And must we be strangers, henceforth, to the tomb ? — 
Is the dark sentence stamped ? — ^hath the fiat gone 

forth? 
Then farewell to Life's loveliness, sweetness, and 

worth. 

All the sighs of thy sadness — ^the looks of thy love — 
Must THESE strangers to mine, then, too mournfully 

prove ? 
Thus the looks and the sighs of mine own can but be 
Wasted wildly and all, — since they lose thine and 

thee ! 

All my hopes and my happiness too are estranged ; 
I am ruined and mocked — I am blighted and 

changed ; 
And whatever I may meet but recalls, o'er and o'er. 
The enchantment, the joy I must meet never more. 

i5 
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All the smiles of iby sweetness—the tones of thy 

truth — 
These are lost — ^like the dreams and delusions of 

youth; 
The cold world dashes o'er me — one wild headlong 

wave — 
Since our Souls must be strangers, henceforth, to the 

grave ! 
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SONG OF THE TROUBADOUR. 

Came forth— the gallant Troubadour, 
With lyre in hand— Love's gentlest lure ! — 
And sang, with voice of tenderest tone, 
To her he sought and loved alone. 

" Adorn thy diamonds— now, my Fair ! — 
Make thy pearls precious with thy hair !— 
Thy rich vest, royal with that pride 
Of beauty none may boast beside ! 

" And rise upon thy lover's sight, 
His Sun of glory and of light ! — 
And rise upon thy lover's soul. 
To charm it with divine controul ! 

^^ Appear!— -my fair-haired Blanche, appear; 
Let my fond prayers accost thine ear. 
Shine forth !— illuminate the light ! 
Teach the young Morning to be bright ! 
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" Adorn thy diamonds, now, my Fair ! — 
Make thy pearls precious with thy hair,— 
And, with thy royal Beauty's pride. 
Emblaze thy Test, with Tjrrian dyed !" 
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SONNET. 



Would, from the o'erflowings of Youth's honeyed 
Urn, 

That we might hoard one precious drop and pure, 

The gnawing anguish of vain thirst to cure — 
Or, at the least, to make less fierce — when bum 
All the ^ter-fevers in our Hearts — that mourn 

For things that ne'er again shall charm — allure ; 

For earthly good is made not to endure ; 
And earthly hopes, once lost, shall scarce return ! 

Ah ! from that Urn one sweet drop could we 
hoard, 
To soothe the fiery pangs of our distress. 

When all we lose is bitterly deplored ! 
But for one pure and precious drop to bless. 

To soothe, to charm us— (in our deep hearts 
stored) — 
With something like our own lost happiness ! 
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SONG. 

Mv Life and Soul are tbine ! mine own 

Without thee all were vacancy ! 
My thoughtful being — ^thine alone 

Becometh as a part of thee ! 

And ever — ever doth it seem 

Upshrouded in idolatry ; 
Even Thought by Thought — and Dream by Dream 

Trembling — still trembling — ^into thee ! 

My Life and Soul are thine, mine own, 
I care not what may chance for me ; 

I breathe but in thy breath alone — 
But know myself by thoughts of thee ! 

And this sweet task is brightly taught, 

For ever to my Soul and me ; — 
Even Dream by Dream and Thought by Thought, 

To grow a part of thine and thee ! 
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And hope I for some meet return ? 

Ah ! no ! Hope cometh not near me — 
What care I ? — ^who could pause to mourn, 

Whose Soul is made one Dream of thee ? 
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TO THE QUEEN. 

Fair Morning Star of England ! — 
Thou — her Beautiful—- her Bright. 

How her mighty heart rejoiceth 
To dwell in thy clear light 

Queen of the Ocean-kingdom ! 

Paved with coral are the halls 
Where the shadow of thy greatness, 

With a pomp mysterious, falls ! 

Queen of the bannered Navies ! — 
That lord it o'er the deep ; 

Queen of the marshalled Nations, 
That Fame unclouded reap ! 

The Old Sea, with all his billows. 
Grows the girdle of thy state ; 

Of thy throne the foaming ibreshold- 
He, the glorious and the great ! 
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And the proud tracks are his waters, 
Of thy thousand paths abroad — 

Thy Lion is Leviathan 
Of the Ocean's billowy road. 

Sweet Morning Star of England, 
Thou, her Beautiful, her Bright ; 

Still her mighty heart rejoiceth 
To dwell in thy fair light ! 
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THE BRAVE OF ENGLAND. 

The Fathers of our England 

Pour their spirits on your swords ; 

They, of the Lion-banners, 

Battle's high and knightly lords. 

The Mothers of our England 

Hail your cause — ^the pure and bright. 
And shed their holy blessing 

O'er the souls that guard the right ! 

The youthful Sons of England — 

Lisp your names in their first prayers ; 

Right sharp should be the faulchions, 
Bared to fence such rights as theirs ! 

The Daughters of our England 

Hoard for ye their hands and hearts ! 

And the fair-haired Island-heroines 
Nobly act their home-taught parts. 
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They pray, weep, watch for England ; 

Well endure — and deeply love ! 
And with free and fearless virtue, 

Draw Heaven's blessing from above ! 

And Old England !— our own England — 
Peals your praises, loud and long. 

Go ye forth, then — girt to conquer; 
Go ! — ^ye Terrible and Strong ! 
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THE BIRDS ! 

The Birds — the glad and blessed Birds ! — 
Their language is more sweet than words — 
They speak to us with many a tone, 
Which seems not of a tongue unknown ! 

They send their songs and souls on high, 
Then soar up to the glorious sky, 
As though to snatch even back again — 
The uprisen Soul — the ascended strain ! 

They soar, they mount, they melt away, 

In the fair realms of orient Day, 

Lost in the lustre and the light. 

Which trembles round them, clear and bright. 

The Birds ! — the Birds ! — the gladsome things. 
Their riches are their voice and wings ; 
They soar and sing — and sing and soar- 
As joy would last for evermore ! 
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Their songs and souls they heavenwards send, 
Yet these but for awhile they lend, 
To that bright sky towards which they soar, 
To snatch them back again once more ! 

They dart on high, with daring wings, 
While yet their echoed rapture rings, 
Afar, above, — as though again 
To claim the Spirit and the Strain ! 

The Birds ! — the bright — the blessed Birds ! 
They speak to us — though not with words ; 
But their melodious souls are taught 
To heart and brain — and sense and thought. 

Our Dreams — our Souls — ^let us on high 

So send — so steep them in the sky — 

Then win them back — ^through many a flight — 

All fraught with heavenly love and light ! 
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THE BOWL OF LIFE. 

Crown — crown the Bowl of Life with flowers ! — 
Cover with gems her chalice o^er ! — 

Still 'tis but clay, this Bowl of ours. 
Unsound and faulty at the core ! 

Yet, since we know its measured draught- 
Dark Waters, brought from bitterest spring ! — 

Must to the latest drop be quaffed. 

There let some flowers their odours fling ! — 

There let some gems their rainbowed glow 
Shed down, with quivering sparkles bright — 

And let us dream whate'er we know — 
The draught a stream of living light ! 

Crown — crown the Bowl of Life with flowers !— 
Cover with gems her chalice o'er — 

The darker frowns this fount of ours. 
We should conceal its frowns the more ! 
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The wildest river must seem fair — 
The rudest torrent bright appears. 

If overhanging blooms smile there, 
And sunny gleams its surface wears ! 
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WHEN THOU ART FAR ! 

When thou art far — 

All, all is changed ; 
Days glories are 

From me estranged ! 

When thou art far — 

Grief reigns — dai'k Power !— 
Clouds veil each star — 

Blights fade each flower ! 

When thou art far — 

All bright things droop ! — 
Then frowns a bar 

'Twixt Life and Hope. 

When ihou art far — 

The very Sun, 
On his proud car, 

Lowers dim and dun ! 
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When thou art near^ 

All, all that is 
Doth still appear — 

One Boundless Bliss ! 
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GRIEF IS PITILESS. 

Grief tore my lip, even on the flattering bounds 
Of Life's delicious cup of all delights — 

Pierced me with pangs of sharp and sudden 
wounds — 
Poisoned and painful as an adder's bites ! 

Aye! while I drained the draught that seemed to 
shed 
A life of thousand transports through the frame. 
Even then my wrung heart ached — my bosom 
bled— 
Ev'n then the wound was dealt with fatal aim. 

Then to the ground that golden cup I dashed ; 
Each honey-drop with heart's blood blackening 
seemed 
But bubbling bitters— fiery anguish flashed 

Through all my veins — while dreams of death I 
dreamed ! 
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The night looked lovelier than long-lingering day ; 

The gloomiest cloud grew dearer than the sun ; 
The storm seemed sweeter than the rainbowed ray, 

That came to tell the tempest's strife was done. 

One Grief can put a thousand Joys to flight : 
She is, indeed, the stronger-— the supreme 

She climbs at noon the throne of murky Night, 
And treble- folds her gloom round Mom's glad 
beam ! 
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A WORLD OF WOE. 

Who that hath looked on Life can fail to know- 
That this bright Worid is but a World of Woe ? 
Ashes beneath its surface and above ! 
One grave of feeling — and one wreck of love ! 

We know — ^yet act as though we had forgot 
Life's heavy knowledge ! — or had learned it not ; 
Still on Delusion tend — and hope and dream — 
On Ruins build yet one more tottering scheme ! 

We link fair chains that hold us in their thrall, 
And rear around us an encircling wall ; 
We weave proud Tyrian robes, that bleach to shrouds, 
Snatch at the Stars of Heaven— and catch the clouds. 

Death ! — Agony — and Death ! — what mean ye ? 

say; — 
Why ! — what but Life and Love in earth and clay ? 
No pang — no torture — is so sharp as this, 
To wake to anguish after dreams of bliss ! 
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There wounds the sting — there racks the envenomed 

throe. 
The eternal disappointment — the endless woe, 
Till Agony and Death but seem to mean 
Love — ^life and Love — on the Earth's embittered 

scene ! 
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LOVELY IS THE HOUR OF DAWN. 

Lovely is the Hour of Dawn ; 
Tenderly are shades withdrawn ; 
With a veiled and inward voice 
Nature seemeth to rejoice. 

Then awake in that sweet hush 

Thoughts that laugh — and Dreams that blush ; 

Springing upwards, from the glooms. 

All the Soul a Hope becomes I 

Phantasies grow like the birds. 

Singing — singing without words ; 

The blood goes dancing through the veins, 

Like warm hues o'er the hills and plains ! 

As the Sun ariseth now. 
Life is mounting to the brow. 
With a full and feeling flush. 
With a free and fervid gush ! 
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Lovely, loveliest Hour of Dawn, 
Softly are the shades withdrawn; 
Softly come the splendours on, 
When the murky Night is gone ! 
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THE SHADOW OF THE SAILS. 



The Barque with white Sails softly moves, 
Tis like piled snow on wind- waved groves ! 
The shadow £ those sheeted Sails 
Falls, in no dull and darkening veils, 
Upon the bosom of the waves, 
Which with a silvery sheen it paves ! — 
No darkening veils — ^but dazzling streams 
Of splendour, — while the surface gleams ! — 
Dart o'er those waves of dancing light — 
Mysteriously and wildly bright ! — 
Since, oh ! those spotless Sails have caught 
The richest Sunshine — that seems wrought 
Into their floating, unfurled pride. 
While gallantly that Barque doth ride, 
Hurrying on her triumphal path. 
Now troubled by no signs of wrath ! 
The Shadows of those sheeted Sails, 
White as the foam — when wake the gales, 
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Upon the quivering waters rest, 
Kindling with sheen their sparkling breast — 
And, oh ! behold ! — at once they seem, 
While thus they glistening glow and gleam, 
Sunning the waves — yet — shadowing too ! — 
Like Angel's wings, outspread to view ! 
At once they seem ev'n thus aright, 
Shadowing — ^yet sunning them with light ! — 
So Heaven's reflections, piure and deep, 
Soft as the light that shines in sleep, 
Fair as the ray, far planets spread, 
Over the soul are richly shed — 
Those Shadows even are Sunshine all — 
And make like glory where they fall ! — 
Unmatched by aught beside — ^they throw 
Around, their full immortal glow ; 
Those Shadows like deep Sunshine spread. 
Loveliest for those who lowliest tread ! 
And like yon snow-white wings of pride, 
Make dazzling all the Soul's deep tide ! 
Still may such shadows wrap my Soul, 
Till Heaven's full blaze shall o'er it roll ! 
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THE DEAD. 

Dead ! ye Dead! where are ye gone ? — 

Are ye each enshrined alone — 

Or commixed in mighty mirth, 

In the arched entrails of the Earth ? 

Do ye still some rule maintain ?-^ 
Or resign all, all your reign ? — 
Strength and sceptre-estate and sway, 
Have these passed from ye away i 

For ye once were Nature's Kings ! — 
Lords of all her goodly things ! — 
Heaven your dome — and Earth your seat, 
Time's great treasures at your feet. 

Thrust into the gaping graves, 
Changed ye seemed at once to slaves ; — 
Robbed of strength and reft of skill, 
With nor power, nor sense, nor will ! — 
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Difficult is snch a thought, 
Tho' *tis daily to us brought I— 
Though we hourly prove and know 
That it is, and must be so ! 

Hear ye not the trampling beat 
Of your proud successors' feet, 
Echoing loud above your head, 
Where ye, and the worm are wed ? — 

Once ye had a glorious Bride, 
Blooming — ^blushing at your side ; 
Once a queenly Bride ye had. 
In all beams of beauty clad: 

With a boundless Beauty's pride 
Clad, she triumphed at your side, — 
Nature's self! — ^the pure — ^the bright, 
Shedding looks of love and light. 

Ye were Bridegrooms of that Bride ! — 
E'er your manhood's glory died, 
Ye with that bright Queen were wed !— 
Now ye woo the worm instead ! 
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Loveless Leman, for your love 
Must that writhing rival prove ! 
Yet is she sole mistress made, 
Till the Sun above ye fade ! 

She weds ye with her clammy ring. 
She round ye doth her cold spell fling ; 
Yet escaped from that embrace. 
Ye shall wing all Worlds of Space I 

Ye shall cast her bonds aside, 
Wedding yet another Bride, 
Immortality ! — at last ! — 
Which ye ever shall hold fast ! 
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A CLOUD. 

Oft when some gathering storm is driven 
Athwaxt the deep and dreamy night, 

A dark cloud comes — to snatch all Heaven, 
And all its burning Worlds from sight ! 

Creation in that covering cloud, 

Awhile might thus seem veiled and furled, 
Till like a spectre from a shroud, 

Pale starts once more the shuddering world. 

And all the Stars by that were bound. 
And all the Skies by that concealed, 

'Twas like some mighty tent, built round 
The awftd armies of Heaven's field ! 

And yet that cloud was slight and frail. 
Which ruled with such all startling sway ; 

Fluttering and faint that vapoury veil. 
Which rapt a thousand Worlds away ! 
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'Tis but because it spreads so near 

Our eyes ! — our earth ! — ^it hath such power- 
And clothes the Firmaments with fear. 

And lords it o^er the trembling hour ! 

So with the clouds of mortal Sin ! 

Once sweeping o'er the mastered Soul- 
Dark Empire these too surely win — 

And o'er its depths triumphant roll. 

They too — can snatch with conquering might 
(Such power to them is darkly given !) 

Away at once from Thought and Sight, 
Ally all the starry worlds of Heaven. 

Slight Sins can rear a mighty bar 
Betwixt our Souls and Worlds above ; 

'Tis they are near — ^and Heaven is far — 
Between — ^they all o'ershadowing move ! 

Oh ! let us clear these clouds away, 

A^w be these for ever driven !— 
Since in this Night of Nature they 

Can shroud from view the Lights of Heaven : 
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The Lights of Heaven — ^that brightly shine, 

To lead us to our goal above — 
To lure us with a glow divine. 

To realms of endless Life and Love ! 

Tis in this Night of Nature now, 
While human things are full of power, 

That such vile clouds can sternly grow, 
Rulers and Conquerors of the hour! — 

'Tis in this Night of Nature we 

Must seek to clear them hence, and chase, 
If we would heirs of Brightness be, 

Nor stumble on the appointed race. 

Sad, sad it were, if wildly driven, 

0'^ the open space with shadowing might, 
Siti's deep cloud came to snatch all Heaven, 

And all its glorious worlds from sight ! 
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SONNET. 



The Sun is in my Soul ! — I scarce can brook 

The impassioned radiance, and the overpowering 
blaze, 

There seem to mingle thrice ten thousand days ! — 
On mine own dazzling Dreams I dare not look ! 
The burning brilliance lights up each far nook ! 

I scarce can bear to bless, or pause to praise 

My Lightning Happiness ! — ^but in one maze 
Of splendours lost, would close Life's o'erblazed 
book ! 

The Sun is in my Soul! — I shrink — I start — 
I shudder with the exhaustless Joy's great might ! 

And strive to bind a mantle round my heart ! — 
While every Thought streams, flashing with strong 
light !— 

Tis breathless rapture poured through every part — 
A blinding Blessedness — all over-bright ! 



Digitized by LjOOQLC 



209 



THE VALLEY OF THE SWEET WATERS. 

Bright Valley of Sweet Waters ! — ^where 
But green trees cloud the all-sunny air; 
And rippling music, soft and low, 
Make the clear waves in their calm flow ! 

Tis there the emerald turf is fair, 
The river-banks are smiling there ; 
The beauty of a bright repose 
All the sylvan scenery knows. 

There Earth and Heaven appear as one ; 
The Heaven all Rose !— the Earth all Sun !— 
And, as in that heaven so in thiSf 
All, all is Beauty — all is Bliss ! 

Green Valley of Sweet Waters ! — where 
The mightiest hath his dwelling fair ! 
A shadowy bower — a green retreat, 
The King of Kings' own Palaced Seat.* 

♦ The Sultan's Palace. 
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Bright Valley of Sweet Waters !— -long 
May the echoes of the liquid song, 
Resounding through thy haunts serene. 
Thrill— pauses of my strain between ! 

Far from the steaming city's ways. 
Far from those haunts where discord preys, 
Green Valley of Sweet Waters ! — ^thou 
Shedd'st peace along the stormiest brow ! 

Green Valley of Sweet Waters ! — ^love 
Must surely brood those scenes above, 
Where all is beauteous — ^there we know 
His Presence 'tis that spreads the glow. 

From Stamboul's busy chaos-mart. 

Into this Eden of the Heart, 

'Tis well, indeed, in peace to pass — 

While Thought's vexed Seas grow smooth as glass ! 

Constantinople. 
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INEZ TO MANUEL. 

I FLED from thee — I went — I went 
As thou com'st on ! — dark, desperate fate ; 

And now such wisdom I repent; 
Tis well repentance comes too late ! 

In vain I fled ! — too much I loved. 
With an unvarying, changeless mind : 

Ah ! vainly was my form removed, 
When all my Soul was left behind ! 

I fled ! — I deemed 'twas done — ^and o'er — 
Alas ! such hope must baseless be — 

In vain that form the billows bore, 

When Life — Love — AU — ^remained with thee ! 

Smyrna. 
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THE FIRST VIEW OF ENGLAND. 

COMPOSED IN THE STEAMER COMING FROM 
ROTTERDAM. 

Rise o'er the waves in glory ! — 

My England ! like the Sun ! 
Thou tell'st as bright a story ! — 

As proud a race shalt run ! 

Rise — o'er the waves rise proudly, 

Before my yearning gaze — 
While my heart is beating loudly 

In thy love and of thy praise ! 

Rise ! — o'er the billows rising. 

Like the crowned Sun in his might ! — 
The startled gaze surprising. 

Like a very world of light ! 

Rise ! — England ! o*er thine ocean. 

In thy Majesty of Power, 
As, with triumphant motion, 

In this first apparent hour ! — 
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She rises in her splendour ! — 
She Queens it o'er the seas ! — 

When the Stars of Heaven surrender, 
Shall she succumb with these ! — 

Rise, rise in all thy glory. 

My Sovereign England ! — ^rise 

O'er the old Ocean, stem and hoary, 
Oh ! thou Heaven to Heart and Eyes. 
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TO ENGLAND. 

To thee — to thee, my England ! — 
This heart with fondness turns ! — 

And with one Hope — one Memory, 
Lingering and longing bums ! 

I have dreamed old Asiatic dreams, 
On that green, hallowed shore 

The glory of whose sounding streams 
First Man's great Image bore ! 

1 have seen the bright, enchanted show 
Of Stamboul's splendour rise. 

As somewhere magic kingdoms glow. 
In blue and boundless skies ! ^ 

But thou, oh ! — thou, my England ! — 
Thou hast not lost thy sway 

O^er this true heart of feeling, 
O^er its pulses' faithful play ! 

* The Fata Morgana. 
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And where Grecians azure mountains smile, 

Where her dre'ad ruins rise ! — 
Where soft she links sweet isle to isle, 

One Heaven — Earth — Seas — and Skies ! 

I have wandered, evermore, to own 

The beauty — die delight, 
O'er this wide world, so richly strown, 
■ Make hearts more feel Love's might ! 

To thee — to thee — ^my England, 

My love for ever turns ; 
'Tis thine — 'tis thine for ever ; 

For thee my spirit yearns ! 

I have seen the Alp-mountains pierce the dbme 

Of Switzerland's clear sky, 
And hailed the dark-blue Heavens of Rome, 

The Suns of Italy! 

I have tracked the old Danube's silvery line, 

A Lord of Waters he ! 
And on the broad breast of the Rhine 

Owned Nature's Sovereignty ! 
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But for thee — for thee my England, 
Thy sons and daughters still, 

In all Countries and all Climates, 
With one devotion thrill ! 
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SONNET. 

THE APPROACH TO VARNA. 

Fair looked the guarded town from the Euxine Sea, 
With crowded Minarets crowned — that sought the 

Sky, 
Lifting their gilded summits far on high. 
The oak -wooded shores had led on smilingly 
To this proud city — which might seem to be 
The abode of Peace, and not of War ; — ^the sigh 
Of dreamy waters, that seemed slow and shy 
To approach the Strand, did with mild winds agree! 
Yet, Varna! — what fierce strifes hast thou not 
known! 
What scenes of death and dread, what works of doom ! 
Echoed thy streets the yell — the shriek — the groan. 
Till blackened o'er with the ashes of the tomb ! — 
Thy Seas were smoothed, while roared the thun- 
derous tone 
Of stem Artillery's shocks, — which long-resounding 
boom! 

Varna, L 
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SONNET. 



THE BLUE PBOPONTIfl. 



The Purple of Propontis makes the Sky 
As 'twere some sweet strain, taken up on Earth, 
And still divine even there, as in its birth ! 

A visible and vivid harmony ! — 

A music to the thought and to the eye ! — 
So do its clear waves in their sparkling mirth 
Beam back that blue in all its brightest worth ; 

Still gleam for gleam, and glorious dye for dye ! — 
The Purple of Propontis !— 'tis a hue 

That makes us dream of Heaven, the fair and far ; 
— For Beatific is its precious Blue ! — 

Where are its Stars ? — each sparkle is a Star ! 
Which even the very Sun seems shining through, 

Propontis' waves like Skies unclouded are ! 

Constantinople, 
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SONNET. 

ON A BANQUET ON THE BOSPHORUS, GIVEN BY THE 
SERASKIER PACHA^ NOW GRAND VIZIER. 

The chamber opened on the Eastern side, 
On the broad Bosphorus-stream — the brightly 

blue !— 
And on the other, numerous casements through, 
You marked the wooded hills in verdant pride, 
Beneath which, with a myriad colours dyed. 

The gay-bowered gardens, where the bright spray 

flew 
From singing Fountains, charmed the gladdened 
view : 
All Beauty there seemed beaming fax and wide ! — 

Within the pillared room, in dazzling store, 
Blazed Oriental treasures, piled in sight ; 
Flowered cloths of Gold and Silver kissed the 
floor — 
Sweeping from rich Divans — gemmedVessels bright — 

Marble and Mirrors gleamed the eyes before — 
While a right Royal Feast did there the guests invite ! 

Constantinople. 
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STANZAS. 

Yes ! I see, I see thee with my Soul !— 

And I hear thee with my Heart — 
But seeing thus and hearing thus, 

Though together — ^yet apart — 
I know a worse despondence still. 

And a heavier kind of grief 
Than that which to itself submits, 

Nor hopes nor asks relief! 

'Tis a bitter struggle evermore — 

Ah ! would I could forget ! 
Why should the frail cloud keep the glow 

When the gilding Sun i s set ? — 
So to strive to see thee with my Soul, 

And to hear thee with my Heart, 
Makes my long and laboured Time a task, 

And my weary Life an art ! 

Constantinople. 
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BLUE OCEAN. 

Blue Ocean ! thou'rt an England 
To the Island-nurtured Heart, 

We hail her Monarch-subject, 
Still where thou^ Blue Ocean, art ! 

O'er thee, in gallant triumph. 
Her ten thousand Fleets shall ride. 

And the Armaments of England 
Shall be still thy joy and pride ! 

Thou know'st well Her warrior-thunders. 
From the loud guns' iron lips. 

And thou know'st the forms majestic 
Of her world-commanding Ships ! 

Her sails of snowy whiteness, 
Proudly spreading to the breeze, 

Free as float the clouds above thee, 
Are thy noblest canopies ! 

L 3 
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Blue Ocean ! ihou'rt an England 
To the faithful Island heart — 

Still to that a Home and Country ! — 
Sea ! — ^most glorious Sea ! thou art ! 

Steamer, in the Archipelago. 
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THE TARTAR RIDE. 



The mountains rose in beauty on each side, 
What time the Tartar led us on our way, 
Throughout the livelong, bright and sunny day ! — 

And wore their verdant Ornaments with pride ; 

The skies with tenderest tints of blue were dyed : 
Our paths through scenes of varied interest lay, 
And glorious August — merry as the May, 

Smiled round us — ^as we rode that cheering ride ! — 
The Morning fairly on our journey rose — 

Fairly the Evening set — clear, soft, and warm — 
That Day was like a Life which calmly flows— 

From Beauty on to Beauty — Charm to Charm ! — 
And Brightness still to Brightness,— till its close ! — 

While happy sounds and sights did on the Sensed 
swarm! 

Schumla. 
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STANZAS. 

I HAVE wished— I have hoped — I have feared and 

despaired ; 
My Soul in Temptation's bright toils lay ensnared : 
Like the wing of an angel, just ruffling the Heart, 
Came Hope's presence of rapture — ^yet came but to 

part! 

Its shadows fell golden — ^its track seemed all light ; 
Yet I ne'er could have known the worst depth of the 

blight- 
Yet I ne'er could have mourned in such loneliness 

left, 
Had I never been blest by those beams !— f Ae« bereft ! 

Orsova. 
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Forget me ! — ^but remember all my love !— 

Ev^n as a high and holy thing apart ; 

Treasure it ever in thy conscious Heart, 
All other Memories — as all Hopes above ! — 
Thy faithlessness I will not then reprove ; 

That tribute from thee shall allay the smart 

Of wounded Love, whose trebly-poisoned dart 
Smote me and smites! — ^bound in those fetters 
move ! — 

Be chained to that deep Recollection still !— 
Cherish that keen remembrance, and be sure ^ 

No Heart can with a like devotion thrill ! 
Forget me ! — but that love which mttst endure, 

That feeling which doth all my being fill — 
Forget thou not ! — ^it is too high — too pure ! 

Het Loo. 
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THE CHALICE OF LIFE. 



Alas ! whatever nectars may be poured • 
In Life's clay-chalice, every drop will still 
Taste of its earthy vessel ! — dull and chill, 

All vainly with sweet draughts divinely stored ! — 

Yes ! there is still that ashy taste, abhorred, 
Which, with such sweetness can accord but ill — 
And though blind Fate, perchance, may fill — ^and fill 

With wine of joy — these things but ill accord! 
Till that clay chalice shall be broken all, 

Scattered in fragments, in its native dust — 
So shall it still for evermore befall ! — 

So shall it be for ever, and it must ! — 
Alas ! the taste of wormwood and of gall 

Clings to that chalice oft ! — yet in its clay we trust ! 
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SONNET. 



Love me— but love me ! — life is waste, indeed, 
Without the flowers of feeling to adorn 
Its soil, though they, perchance, may bear the 
thorn — 

Without these all is but one poisonous weed. 

Our human nature hath one noble need, 

And that is to be loved ! — we pine and mourn. 
Reft of that blessing, and all others scorn, 

If others can be without that decreed ! — 
To thee I speak — ^with many a broken sigh, 

And wilt thou mingle not thy thoughts with mine ? — 
I claim no vain response — impatiently ! — 

I ask no token — and I seek no sign, 

But render Love for Love in rich reply ! — 

Answer my Soul with that! — my Heart with — 

THINE ! 
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Thour^t lost to Life ! — and all thy virtues flown, 
But serve to make ms feel more lost and lone ; 
But it is well with thee — I must believe, 
Though not with us, who but survive to grieve. 

Ah ! was't not weary still to bear a Life 

Darkened by sorrow, bitterness, and strife ; 

A Life, whose starry crown was far away. 

Hid midst the Pomps of Heaven in Realms of Day ! 

Was it not weary still a Life to bear, 
Subject to human wrong and mortal care. 
Whose beauty and whose glory were afar — 
Distant, and yet unreached as some bright star ! 
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There seems a tone of tenderness in all 

The various musics of this Summer's mom ; 

A smile of Love dofli every charm adorn, 
That round us now is spread to touch and thrall. 
Richly yon woodB>ine'« clustering tresses fall, 

A Cradle of Caresses ! — Day's new-bom, 

Clear air is rocked there till oppressed — o'erwom 
With sweetness scarce can it its strength recall. 

Each breath foils like a dreamy, faultering sigh, 
A passion and a feeling doth it seem — 

Surely encradled there, 'twould ever lie. 
And drink these odours, poured in richest stmam ; 

And I with this wou}d sink and faint and die, 
Breathless and bodiless, as some sweet Dream ! 



M 
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SEVERED— YET UNITED. 

To thee, whatever betides me, 

Turn my thoughts, the deep— the true ; 
Though a World from thee divides me. 

Yet a World unites us too ! 

'Tis the world of Heart and Feeling, 

This unites us evermore ! — 
This our Union still is sealing — 

Thousand-*— thousand sweet times o'er ! 

To thee — to thee for ever ! — 

Turn my thoughts — the fond, the true ; 
Worlds may darkly, sternly sever. 

More than Worlds the ties renew ! 

And thine — and thine for ever. 

Are my thoughts — ^all ages through ; 

Though the universe should sever. 
Love hath snatched Creation's clue ! 

Orsova. 

THE END. 

JoMph Rkkerby, Printer, Shcrboura Lane. 
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